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ADVERTISEMENT. 


8 the two tranſlations which have been 
" publiſhed of Kotzebue's * Sera. 
NIARDS IN PERU” have, I underſtand, 
been very generally read, the Public are in 
poſſeſſion of all the materials neceſſary to 
form a judgment on the merits and de- 
fects of the Play performed at Drury Lane 
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PROLOGUE... 
WRITTEN BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN. 
"SPOKEN BY MR. KING. 


8 by rude gales, while yet reluctant May 
Withholds the beauties of the vernal dayz © 

As ſome fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove, 

Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; 

The ſeaſon's pleaſures too delay their hour, 

And winter revels with protracted power: 

Then blame not, Critics, if, thus late, we bring 

A Winter Drama—but reproach—the ſpring. 

What prudent Cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, _ 

Baſk in his _— and enjoy the duſt ? | 

Hors'd in Cheapſide, ſcarce yet the gayer ſpark 

Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park te 

Scarce yet you ſee him, dreading to be late, . 

$cour the New Road, anf daſh thro' Groſvenor- gate: 

Anxious—yet timorous too !—his ſteed to ſhow, 

The hack Bucephalus of Rotten- row. 

| Careleſs he ſeems, yet, vigilantly fly, 

Woos the ſtray glance of Ladies paſſing by, 

While his off heel, infidiouſly aſide, 

Provokes the caper which he ſeems to chide. 

Scarce rural Kenſington due honour gains ; 

The vulgar verdure of her walk remains! 

Where white-rob'd miſſes amble two by two, 

Nodding to booted beaux“ How'do, how'do?” 

With gen'rous queſtions that no anſwer wait, 

« How vaſtly full! A*n't you come vaſtly late? 

& T'n't it quite charming? When do you leave town ? 

« A'n't you quite tir'd? Pray can we ſet you down?“ 

Theſe ſuburb pleaſures of a London May, 

Imperfe& yet, we hail the cold delay ; 

Should our Play pleaſe—and you're indulgent ever 

Be your decree . Tis better late than never.” 
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| "el SCENE I 


4 ma Bhs Pavilion near P1ZARRO'S is 
' View of the Spaniſh dp in the back Gand 
Elvira is diſcovered ſleeping under a canopy on 

'- one fide” of the Pavilon—V ALVERDE enters, 
azes on ELVIRA, kneels, and attempts to kiſs 

be band; EL VIA, awakened, riſes and ys at 
him with n. | 


'Ebv. ä Whence is thy privi- 
| to interrupt the few moments of 
repo ſe my Paralfed mind can ſnatch amid the 
cual of this noiſy camp? Shall I inform your 
maſter of this preſumptuous treachery ? ſhall a 2 5 
diſcloſe thee to Faro Hey! | 
Pal. I am his ſervant, it is true tri 5 
him — and I know him well; and therefore tis 
'T aſk, by what magic could Pizarro gain your 
heart, by what ene, Rill * be your af· 
teftion ? 92 

B | lu. 


1 8 * 


hae brought Lizarro to Peru; but ti 


? - 


2 5 PIZARRO: 3 


Ev. Hold ! thou rrulty SecreTanry! 
_  Fal. Ignobly born! in mind and manners 
rude, ferocious, and unpoliſhed, though , cool 
and crafty if occaſion need—in youth audacious | 
ill his firſt manhood—a licenſed pirate treat- 
ing men 105 brutes, tife 2 as Booty”; yet now 
2 Spanith hero is he ſt fed the firſt of S paniſh 
co uerors! and for a 3 ſo 1 
tis fit Elvira ſhould leave her noble family, hei 
fame, her home, to ſhare the dangers, humours, 
and the crimes of ſuch a lover as Pizarro ! 
Ev. What! Valverde moratizing! But grant 
I am in error, hat is my incentive i 3 Paſſion, in- 
fatuation, call it as you will; but what attaches 


thee to this deſpiſed, utorthy leader ?—Baſe © 


lacre is thy objeft, mean fraud thy means. 
Could you gain me, you only hope to win a 
higher . in Pizarro—I know you. 

Fal. On my ſoul, you wrong me; what elſe 
my fHaults, I have none towards you: but in- 


duolge the ſcorn and levity of your nature; do it 
While yet the time permits; the der ys > 


fear, too ſoon approaches, | 
Ev. Valverde, a prophet too] 
Fal. Hear me, N his late 
deter, and burning wilhes for revenge, again 
me, he 
overrrates his ſtrength, nor weaſures vell the 
oe. Encamped in A ſtrange country, where 
terror cannot force not corruption buy a fingle 
friend, hat have we to hope ) The army mur- 
„muring at N hardſhips, while Pizarro 
decorates uith gaudy ſpoil. the gay pavilion of 
his luxory/! + * day diminiſhes our force. 
Ev. But are TY not the beirs of thoſe thac 


Vai. 


A TRAGIG-BLAY. 


Val, Are gain and N only RW 


? Is this Elvira! 
pole? Elo. No, ſo {: U Men! 1 abhor the 


motive, means, and. end of your. pur ſuits ; but 


1 will truſt none of you: in Your, whole army 


there is not one of you that has a heart, or ſpeaks 


ingenuouſiy aged Las. Caſas, and he alone, ex- 
ce 


worſe extreme! 

Si. Oh! had 1 earlier known chat virwous 
ma hai. different might my lot have bees ! - 
Jul. I will grant, Pizarro: could not then fo 
eaſily have duped you; forgive me, wa at 1 
event I ſtill muſt vnde. 2 

tv. Hear me, Valyerde When fit. my 

virgin fancy waked to love, Pizarro was Fer 
country's idol. Seil- taught, ſelf raiſed, and ſ 
ſupported, he became a hero ; and I was — 
to be won by glory and renown. Tis known 
that when: he leſt Panama io a flight veſſel, his 
force was not an hundred men. Arrived in che 
iſland of Gallo, with his,{word;be; Ae w A line 
upon the ſands, and ſaid, “ Paſs. thalerwhotear 


to die or conquet with their leader Thirteen - 


alone remained, and at the head..gf theſe the 
warrior ftoad his ground. Even at the moment 
when thy cars firſt caught this tale my; heart 
exclaimed, . Pizarro is its lord! What ſince. I 
bare perceived, or thought, or felt gion mouſe 
bave more worth to win the knowledge of. 

Val. I preis no further; fill aſſu d that N 
Alonzo de Molina, our General's former friend 


and pupil, leads the enemy, Pizarto never; more 


will he a conqueror. T; UMPEIS* wWithau! * 


Ev. Silence ! 1 hear him coming; look not ; 


B 2 | perplexed, 


— 


al. He! an ene in de epd and | 


— 


* rA ο 
exed.- OP myſtery and fraud confound 


the countenance ! Quick, put on an bone Tees 
if thou canſt. 

| Pizarro, (Speaking without.) C 15 tad ſecure 
him; 1 will examine _— rn 13 


7 * 


9 


290 
a > 

oY 

* 


Pe bes." 1 ft 


FCalverde bows—Elvira laughs) 

Pi Why doſt thou ſmile, Elvira? 
Ev. To laugh or "weep without a l * 
one of the few privileges poor women have. 
Dix. eil +Þ will know: the cauſe, l am re- 
ſol ved! Wen 5 
Ev. I am glad of that; becauſe 1 56 reſo- 

lution," and am reſol ved not to tell yu. Now 
my reſolution; I take it, is the beiter of the two, 

| e uy are uo! nn and un , 

| it I W's 


13 4 Pſha! triner! 9 1 'y 
Val. Evi was laughing at my a benfon 
b 1 oghing at, oy ory 7; 
Pix. Apprebentions ! „ e e pont 


Val. Tes — that Alonzo's kill OY 
| ſhould ſo have diſciplined and nen the 
m; as —— 

Pix. Alonzo ! the traitor |! How I once — 
that man 1 His noble mother entruſted him, a 
boy, 10 my protection. At my table did he 
feaſt in my tent did he repoſe. I had marked 
his early genius, and the valorous ſpirit that 
grew with it. Often I had talked to him of our 
firſt adventures —u hat ſtorms we ſtruggled with 
hat perils we ſurmounted ! When landed 
with a n * . an unknown land 
N an ben, 


a+ 
- 


* 
» 


A TRAGIC-PLAY. 8 
then, when I told how famine and fatigue, diſc 
cord and toil, day by day, did thin our ranks; 
amid cloſe-preſſing enemies, how ſtill undaunted 
]'endured and dared maintained my purpoſe 
and my power in deſpite of growling mutiny or 
bold revolt, till wich my faithful few remaining 
became at laſt victorious When, I fav, of theſe 
things I ſpoke, the youth, Alonzo, with tears of 
wonder and delight, *woald throw him on my 
neck, and [wear, his foal's ae owned no 
other leader. 

Val. What could ſubdue arrachmene o be- 
n 2 47 9 
| 8e Lus:Cafase—He it wa; with ieren 
craft and canting precepts of humanity, raiſed 
in Alonzo's mind a new enthuſiaſm, which forced 
him, as the ſtripling termed it, to forego his 
country's claims for thoſe of human nature. 
Val. Yes, the traitor left you, joined the Pe- 
5 tans, and became thy enemy and Spain's. 
Pix. But firſt with wearileſs remonſtrance he 
ſued to win me from my purpoſe, and untwine 
the {word from my determined graſp. Much he 
ſpoke of right, of juſtice and humanity, calling 
the Peruvians our innocent and unoffending 
' brethren. . 
Val. Ty !—Obdurate bearhens bey our 
brethren! 
. Bur when be found. — FA foft folly. of 
the pleading tears he dropt upon my boſom fell 
on marble, he flew and joined the foe: then, 
profiting by the leſſons he had gain'd in wrong'd 
Pizarro's ſchool, the youth ſo diſciplined and led 
his new allies, that ſoon he forc'd me—Hla! I 
mA with _—_ and fury while I own it! in 
PIES © 


* 


6 PZARRO: 
— retreat and 1 foul ms e wa 

ore. | | 
Fal. Bur the hour * revenge 3 . 2 85 
Pix. It is; I am retuned my force is drength- 
ened, and the audacious Boy ſhall ſaon.know that 
Pizarro lives, and has—a grateful recollection of 
the thanks he owes him. 

Fal. "Tis doubted * ſtill Alone lizes, | 

Piz. Tis certain that be does; one of his ar- 
rd is juſt made priſoner: twelve thou- 
ſand is their force, as he reports, led hy Alonzo 
ani Peruvian Rolla, This day they make a ſo- 
lemn ſacrifice on their ungodly altars. We muſt 
profit by their ſecurity, and attack them ugpre- 
pared—the ſacrificers ſhall become the victims. 
Ev. Wretched innocents! And chat ove 
bload hall bedew their altars ! 

Tia. Right ! (© t cuithout. 7 Elvis, re- 
tire! | 
Ev. Why mould I elite? | 

Pix. Becauſe men are to ment here, — 
manly. buſineſs. | 

Ev. O, men! man! u nraefol and per- 
verſe! O, woman! ſtill —— though 
wrong d The Beings to whoſe eyes you turn 
for animation, hope, and rapture, through the 
days of mitth and revelty; and on whoſe boſoms 
in the hour of ſore calamity you ſeek for reſt and 
conſolation; THEM, when the pompous follies of 
your mean ambition are the queſtion, you treat 
as playthings or as ſlaves I ſhall not retire. 
Pix. Remain then---and, if thou canſt, be 

ſilent. 

Ev. They only babble who ptactiſe not re- 
Fre I ſhall think---and EI” is ſilence. 
Piz. 


| A TRAGIC Px. 
Fiz. Tia there's ſocneuchat in her manner 
lately— 
(Pi Zarro hooks Len 125 ſu pic wards 


Elvira, bo meets bim wind 4 are er 
ond wnatteres gn.” FR | 


Enter . K 4 Gobalte, 
_ DaviLLa, Officers and Hua. * 
.. without. 


LC. Pizarro, we Aten your ſummons. 

Piz. Welcome, venerable father my friends, 

moſt welcome. Friends and fellow-foldiers, at 

— — the hour is arrived, which to Pizarro's 
hopes preſents the full reward of our undaunted 

enterpriſe and long-enduring toils. Confident 

in ſecutity, "this day the foe devotes to folemn 

facrifice: if with bold ſurpriſe we ſtrike on their 
folemnity---truft to your leader's word——we ſhall 

not fail. 

An Too long inactive have we been Ea 

dering on the coaft—our ſtores exhauſted, 'and - 

our” ſoldiers murmuring=—Battle ! Battle!—then ; 

— to the arm'd, and chains for the defence- & 
8. ws 
Dav. Death to the whole Peruvian race! 8 
Las- C. Mercifal Heaven Fa, 
Alm. Yes, General, the attack, and inſtuonly' 

Then ſhall Alonzo, baſking at his eaſe, ſoon 

_ ceaſe to ſcoff our ſuffering and ſcorn our force.'* 

La-. Alonzo ! ſcorn and preſumption are. 

* = his nature. 

1 Tis fit Las-Caſes could defend kis 


pupi 
Fix. Speak not of be rate -er bear his name 
5 | but 


— 


- 


8 + PIZARRO: + 


rant bloody ſummons to aſſault; and ven- 
geance. It appears we are agreed ? i 
Aim. end Dav. We are 
Son. All !—Battle ! Baule! TE 
Las- C. Is then the dreadful meaſure _-_ your 


k 4 


cruelty not yet compleat ? — Battle racious 
Heaven! Againſt whom ?—Againſt a King, in 


whoſe mild boſom your atroctous injuries even 


yet have not excited hate! but who, inſulted or 


victorious, ſtill ſues for peace. Againſt a People 


vho never wronged the living Being their Creator 

formed : a People, who, children of innocence” 
received you as cheriſh'd gueſts with eager hoſ- 
pitality and confiding kindneſs. . Generouſly and 
freely did they ſhare with you their comforts, 
their treaſures, and their homes: you repaid them 
by fraud, oppreſſion, and diſhonour. Theſe ey 


| have witnefled all! {peak—as Gods you were re- 
_ ceived s as Fiends have you acted. 


Pix. 1 : 
+ Las-C. Pizarro, bear me * Bs me, "chief- 


= tains l And thou, All- powerful! whoſe thun- 


ders can ſhiver into ſand the adamantine rocx 


| whoſe lightoings can pierce to the core of the 


rived and quaking earth— Oh! let thy power 
give effect to thy ſervant's words, as thy ſpirit 
gives courage to his will ! Do not, Lim plore you, 


Chieftains—Countrymen—Do pot, I implore 


vou, renew the foul barbarities which your inſatiate 


. . @varice has inflicted on this wretched, unoffend- 

ng, race! — But huſh, my ſigbs— fall not, 
drops of uſeleſs Horrow !—heart-breaking an- 
guilb,.choke not my utterance— All I emreat 
is, ſend me once more to thoſe you call your 


r ! let me be te e of pe- 


nitence 


* 9 


, « * 
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nitenee from you, 1 hall return with dleſfings 
and With peace from them. Ewira, you Ia 
Alas! and does this dreadful criſis move no 


heart but thine? 204 
- Alm; Becauſe chere are no women ber bur 
| ſhe and thou. 


Pix. Cloſe this idle war of words: time lese 
per? our opportunity will be loſt! . Chieftains, 
are ye for inſtant battle? - ft 19002 
- Alm. We are. » "8X | 
La- C. Oh, men of blood (Kani God ! : 
thou haſt anointed me thy ſervant—not to guirſe 
but to bleſs my countrymen: yet now-my- bleſi- 
ing on their force were blaſphemy againſt ihy 
oodneſs.—(Riſes.) No! I curſe your purpoſe, 
omicides ! I curſe the bond of blood by which 
you are united. . . fell divifion, infamy, and 
| defeat your projects and rebuke your 
. 1 On — and on your children, be the 
peril of the innocent blood which ſhall be ſhed 
this day! 1 leave you, and for ever! No 
longer ſhall theſe aged eyes be ſeared by the 
| horrors! they have vitneſſed. la caves, in fo- 
reſts, will 1 hide myſelf; with Tigers and with 
« ſavage beaſts will commune: and; when at 
length we meet again before the bleſFd tribunal 
of that Deity, - whoſe mild doctrines and whoſe 
mercies ye have this day renounced, den ſhall 
| You feel the agony and grief of ſoul which tear 
the boſom of — veer now! (Going) 
u. Las-Caſas | Oh! take me with b 
Las- Caſas. - 
fi L Stay led, abuſed lady? I alone am | 
- uſeleſs here. "Perhas thy: lovelineſs may per- 
ſuade to pity, where reaſon-and religion plead in 
m_ Oh! ſave thy women . 
17 3 . 2 2 


ois. 
w 7 
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if thou canſt : then ſhall thy frailty be redeemed, 


and thou wilt ſhare the mercy ou beſtoweſt. 
Exit. 

Piz. 1 5 Elvira! wouldſt A ou Ls 

. I am bewildered, grown terrified !— 
Your inbumanity—and that nd Las-Caſas 
ah ! he appeared to me juſt now ſomething more 
than heavenly: and you! ye all looked venſe. 
than eaſthly. 

Pix. Compaſſion ſometimes becomes a beauty. 

Ev. Humanity always becomes a conqueror. 

An. Well! Heaven be praiſed, we are rid of 
the old moraliſt. 

Gon. I hope bell 3 Join * preaching pupil, 
8 IE 

Pix. Now to prepare our muſter and our 
march... At mid-day is the hour of the ſacrifice, 
Conſulting with our guides, the route of your 
diviſions ſal be given to each commander. If 
we ſurpriſe, we conquer; and if we eee 
the gates of Quito will be open to us. 

An. And Pizarro then be monarch of peru. 4 

Pix. Not ſo faſt . ambition for. a time muſt 
ike counſel from diſcretion. . Ataliba ſtill muſk 
hold the ſhadow of a ſceptre in his hand Piaateo 
Rill appear dependant upon Spain: While the 
pledge of future peace, his daughter's hand, ; ſe; 
cures the proud ſucceſſion to the crown 1 ſeek. 1 

- Alm. This is beſt, In Pizarro's plans oblgive 
hs ftareſman's Wen guides We warrior's yds 
Jour. tA +, 

Val. (To Ana) You mark, Elvira en 
Flv. O, yes bis is belt—this is excellent. 

Pig. Lou ſeem offended.. Elvira ſtill __ 


my heart,  Think—a ſceptre waves me on. 


ee No — Thou know by 
, glory 
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glory is myadol; and this will be mot 'glarious, 
moſt juſt and honourable; 
in What mean q ̃ -n 
Elv. Oh! nothing mere woman's prattle—a 
jealous whim, perhaps: but let it not impede 
the royal hero's courſe.—( Trumpets: zwithout.) 
The call of arms invites you— Away! away ! 
you his brave, his worthy fellow-warriors, 
Pix. And go you not wih me? 
Ev. Undoubtedly! I needs muſt be the it 
0 hail Ge er nen K 


Enter Gier 


Alm. How, Gomez ! what bring'ſt thou? 
Gon. On yonder hill among the palm- trees we 
have ſurpriſed an old cacique; eſcape by flight he 


could not, and we ſeized him and his attendant 


unreſiſting ; yet his lips breathe nought but bit- 
terneſs and fcorn, 5 
Piz. Drag him before us. | 

[Gomez leaves the tent, and returns conduct · 
ing Orozembo and b in chains; 

0 guarded. 3:43 | | 

What art thou, ftranger,? | 

Oro. Firſt tell me which among ou is the wp 

tain of this band of robbers. | | 

:; Big Bat: 51 

Alm. Madman! — Tear out his tongue, or 


1 ”R 


el 
Oro. Thou'lt hens ſome nic Rt 
Do. (Shewing his poniard.) Shall Tnot plunge 

this into his heart ? 

Oro. (To Piz.) Does your army boaſt any 

ſuch heroes as this? N 

Pix. Audacious — This infolence has ſealed. 

C 2 thy 


Y 


wreaſure of a pure unſullied conſcience. 


18 oe 


thy doom. Die thou ſhalt, grey. headed rufhanz 
But firſt confeſs what thou l i ent 
Oro. 1 know that which thou daft jſt afficred 


1 die. * 111011 


Pix. Lets en,. feen 5 have pre. | 


ew thy life. 
Oro. My life-is as a withered rree—ir is dt 
worth preſerving.” 7 ck 214 no 


Pix. Hear me, old man. * now we march 
aint the Peruvian army. We know there is a 

ſecret path that leads to your ftrong-hold among 
the rocks : guide us to that, and name thy re- 
ward. If wealth be thy wiſh— 

Oro. Ha! ha! ha! ha! | 

P. Doſt thou deſpiſe'my:offer ?- 1 A 

Oro. Thee and thy offer . Wealth —1 * 
the wealth of two dear gallant ſons I have ſtored 
in heaven the riches which repay good actions 
here — and ſtill my chieteit _ ge hoes 
about me. | 

Piz. What is that? Inform me. 7] $74 Bk 

Oro. I will; for it never can te 


Pig. I believe there is no other Nen, who 
dares ſpeak as thou doſt. * 
Oro. Would I could eden 5 is no e 
Spaniard: who dares act as thou doſt !! 
Gon. Obdurate 2 Be numerous is 
your amm) 
Oro. Connt the leaves of Seder foreſt. | 
Aim. Which is the wrakeſt part of your ſp 2 
Oro. It bas no weak pan—on' my hw oe 


fortified by juſtice. 


Pix. Where have you concealed your wives 
and your children? 8 £197 
N 3 J | | - Ons, 
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| ber In the eee en their 


5 Know'ſt thou Alonzo?... 

Oro. Know him —— 8 | 

ee benefactor . guardian angel 
Fru! | 

Piz. By. har. has he n chat tide? | 
"Ora. not reſembling thee. n In 
An. Who is this Roll, joined with Alonzo 
in com ? 

Oro. I will anſwer that; for I love to bear aud 
a repeat the hero's name. Rolla, the kinſman 
of the King, is the idol of our army; in war a 
tiger, chafed by the bunter's ſpear; in peace Src 
gentle than the unweaned. lamb, Cora was once 
betrothed to him; but finding ſhe 2 
Aenne: he reſigned his claim, and, I fear, his 

e, to ſebdlbip and to Cor a's happineſs 
yet fill he loves her with a.pyre and holy fire. 

Piz. Romantic ſavage 1 ſhall mer. this 
Rolla foon.. - Cook d 

Oro. Thou ban better not The en of 
bis noble eye would ſtrike 0 

- . Dav. Silence, or tremble! 

\ Oro. Beardleſs robber | x of never yet 8 
ttembled before God—why ſhould I vewble be- 

bore man?—Why before, dhe, thou -leſs chan 

me! 
- Dav. Another word. audacious heathen, and 
Iſtaythe }., L. THF + 5 

Gro. Strike, Chriſtian} "Then boaſt among 
thy tcllows—1, too. have murdered a Peruvian ! 
| N 1 Hell and een er thee ! (Stabs 

im Narr 
1 Shes Hr M will. 
8 W \ Davy. 


oy * 1 - ve | * 


8 ee 
Dav. Couldſt thoù loi er Neve eudured his 
inſults ? 18 

Piz. And therefore mould be die vntortured ? 
Oro. True! Obſerve, young mana your un- 
thinking raſhaeſs has ſaved me from the rack; 


and you yourſelf have loſt the opportunity of 
a uſeful leſſon; you! might have en with what 


as ©, * 


—and with what paienee vine wouldTHave 
borne them. basta Off 
Ek. (Suppotting- Oman bs V lend upon le- 
v er ) Ohl yd ate motifters all. Lock vp; then 
ue innocem book up once mote, and bleſs 
ere thou qieſt: | Goa! how I:pity lee? 
Or. Pity int ! Me! ſo near my happineſs 
Befs thee, lady Spaniatds Heaven turn your 
; 5 and padde yo as 1 do. Oise ws 
borne off dying % di bas qidlba 
| Pix Away Davie! If thus rafts foro 
ütde 1 st 1— 158 Val Stine 2 
_ Dav. e the haſty indignation Sch 
Pl No more - bnbind that tremblin 
wretch—ler him depart; tis well he ſhould re- 
the mercy which we ſhow to inlolent de- 
france Hark gouf troops are moving. 
Attendant. (On paſſing Elvita.) If chrugh 
gentle means my maſter's poor remains 
— be preſerved from phat N 
Ee 1 Und erſtand bu 
Att. His ſons may yet thank your harry; it 
not avenge their father's fare. Kea. 
Pr. What ſays the ſave? 
E. X patting word: to thank you for your | 
mercy. 


Rix. Our guard and guides approach. (Soldiers 
marth through the tents.) F ollow me, friends 
each 
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each ſhall have his poſt aſſigned, and ere Pe- 
ruvia's God ſhall ſink beneath the main, the 
Spaniſh banner, bathed in bloed, ſhall float 
above the walls of vanquiſh'd Quito. [Exeun. 


1 " g 29 12 * * 
92 ST! Joi YY - ein! | $0319 


W Manent ELVIR& an urn.. 


Val. Is it now preſumption that my hopes gain 
ſtrength with the increaſing horrors which I ſee 
appal Elvira's ſoul ? 

Eu. I am mad with terror and remorſe ! 
Would I could fly theſe dreadful ſcenes ! 


Val. Might not Valverde's true attachment be 


thy refuge ? 

Elv. What wouldſt thou do to ſave or to 
avenge me ? | 

Val. 1 dare do.all thy injuries may demand— 
a word—and he lies bleeding at your feet, 

Elv. Perhaps we will ſpeak again of this. 
No leave me. [ Exit Valverde. 


Elv. (Alone.) No! not this revenge—no !_ 


not this inſtrument. Fie, Elvira! even for a 


moment to counſel with this unworthy traitor !- 


—Can a vretch, falſe to a confiding maſter, be 
true to any pledge of love or honour ?—Pizario 
will abandon me—yes; me—who, for his ſake, 
have facrificed—Oh, God! - What have I not 


ſacrificed for him; yet, curbing the avenging 


pride that ſwells this boſom, I (till will further 
try him, Ob, men! ye who, wearied by the 
fond fidelity of virtuous love; ſeek in the 
wanton's flattery a new delight, oh, ye may 
inſult and leave the hearts to which your faith 
was pledged, and, ſtifling ſelf-reproach, may 
fear no other peril ; becauſe ſuch hearts, how- 


e et you injure and deſert them, hare yet the 
| I | proud 
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ACT IL 


SCENE I. 


A Bank A by a wild Wood, and Roc ts. 
Cora, Alling an the root of a tree, is playing 


with her Child. —ALoxZo hangs over them with 
' delight and chearfulneſs. 


Cora. OW confeſs, does he reſetable thee, or 
- not ? 

Al. Indeed he is liker thee—thy roly ſoftneſs, 
thy ſmiling gentleneſs. 

Cora. But his auburn hair, the colour of his 
eyes, Alonzo.— O!] my lord's image, and my 
heart's adored ! - Preſſing the Child to her boſom.) 

Al. The little daring urchin robs me, I 
doubt, of ſome portion of thy love, my Cora. At 
leaſt he ſhares careſſes, which till bis Vinh were 
only mine. 

Cora. Oh no, Alonzo! a mother's love for 
her ſweet babe is not a ſtealth, from the dear 
father's ſtore ; it is a new delight that turns with 
quicken'd giatitude to HrM, the author of her 
augmented bliſs. 

Al Could Cora think me ſerious? | 

Cora. I am ſure he will ſpeak ſoon : then will 
be the laſt of the three holydays allowed by 
Foun s ſanction to the fond anxious mother's 

cart. 

Al. What are thoſe three? 

| D 


Ceres. 


— 
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Cora. The ecſtacy of his birth T paſs; that in 
part is ſelfiſh : but when firſt the white bloſſoms 
of his teeth appear, breaking the crimion buds 
that did- incaſe them ; that is a day of joy: 
next, when from his father's arms he runs with- 
out ſupport, and clings, laughing and delighted, 
to his mother's knee; that is the mother's heart's 
| next holyday : and ſweeter ſtill the third, when- 
cer his little ſtammering tongue (hall utter the 
tas ſound of, Father, Mother !—O ! that is 

e deareſt joy of all ! 

Al. Beloved Cora 

Cora. Oh! my Alonzo! daily, hourly, do I 
pour thanks to Heaven for the dear „ Cs, : 
poſſeſs in him and thee. | 

Al. To Heaven and Rolla. 

Cora. Yes, to Heaven and Rolla: and art thou 
cot grateful to them too, Alonzo? art tho 
not 4. 5 ? 

Can Cora aſk that queſtion ? 

» Why then of late fo reſtleſs on thy 
Mr Why to my waking watching ear ſo often 
= he llc of the night betray thy. ſtruggling 

$ 

Al. Muſt not I fight againſt my country, 
againſt my brethren? © | 

Cora. Do they not ſeek our deſtruction; and 
are not all men brethren? 

A. Should they prove victorious ? 

Cora. | will fly, and meet thee in the mountains. 

Al. Fly, with thy infant, Cora ? 

Cora. What! think you a mother, when he 
"ery 1 danger, can feel the weight of her 

I . 

Al. Cora, my beloved, do you wiſh to ſet my 
heart at reſt ? 


— ; ©” Cora, 
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Cora. Oh yes! yes! yes 

Al. Haſten then to the concealment in the 
mountains; where all our matrons and virgins, 
and our warriors' offspring, are allotted to await 
the iſſue of the war. Cora will not alone reſiſt 
ber huſband's, her fiſters', and her. monazTh's 
wiſh. . 2H * E: 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot leave you: Oh! how 
in every moment's abſcnce-would my fancy paint 
you, wounded, alone, abandon'd! No, no, I 
cannot leave you, _ ta 

Al, Rolla will be with me. 4 

Cora. Ves, while the battle rages, and where 
it rages moſt, brave Rolla. will be found. He 
may 1evenge, but cannot {aye thee.” To follow 
danger, be will leave even thee. - But I have 
{worn never to forſake thee but with life. Dear, 
dear Alonzo! can you wiſh that I ſhould break 
my vow ? Dt pci I a3 0 

Al. Then be it ſo. Oh! excellence in alt 
that's great and lovely, in courage, gentleneſs, 
and truth; my pride, my content, my all! Cag 
there on this earth be fools who ſeek for hap · 
pineſs, and paſs by love in the purſuit? 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot thank-you :. filence is 
the gratitude of true afſection: who ſecks to 
follow it by ſound will miſs the track, (Shout 
without.) Does the King approach ? 

Al. No, tis the General placing the guard that 
will ſurround the temple during the (acrifice. 
*Tis Rolla comes, the firlt and (beſt of heroes. 
(Trumpets ſound.) et a Ss 
RoLLa, | | 

Pol. (as entering.) Then place them on the 
bull froming the Spaniſh camp. (Enters.) 

Cora. Rolla ! my friend, my browker ! 

ö D 2 Al. 


* 


— 
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. Rolla! ' my friend; my benefaftor ! how 
can dur lives repay the 449 TEN which we 


Ons you? 

Kol. Paſs them in peace and bliſs, —Ler Rolla 
wiine! 's it, he is overpaid. h 

Cora. Look on this child He is the life: blood 


5 my heart; but if ever he loves or reveres thee 


leſs than his own baker. his mother's hate fall on 


i 
_ Rot Oh, no more — What facrifice . I 
made to merit gratitude ? The object of my love 


ua, Cora's happineſs. —I lee her happy.—lIs not 


| my ohject gain d, and am! not rewarded? Now, 


Cora, liſten to a friend's advice. Vou muſt 
away; you mult ſeck the ſacred caverns, the un- 
profan'd receſs, whither, after this day's ſacrifice, 
our matrons, and c en the Virgins of the Sun, 
retire. 

Cora. Not ſecure with Aloozo and with thee, 
Rolla ? 
Rol. We have heard Pizarro's plan is to ſur- 
priſe us. Thy preſence, Se mee aid, but 
oy impede our efforts. | 

Cura. Impede! -- + 

Kol. Yes, yes. Thou Kaos how * we 
Jove thee; we, thy huſband and thy friend. 


Art thou near us? our thoughts, our valour— 


vengeance will not he our own.—No advantage 
will be purſued that leads vs from the ſpot where 
thou art placed; no ſuccour will be given but 


for thy protection. The faithful lover dares not 


W 4 


be all himſelf amid the war, until he knows 
that the beloved of his foal is abſent from the 
peril of the fight. 

Al. Thanks to my friend! tis "ti this I would 


Cora. 
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Cora, This timid exceſs of love, producing 
fear inſtead of valour, flatters, but docs not 
convince me: the wite is incredulous. 

Rol. And is the mother unbelieving too ? 

| . Cora. No more—Do with me as you pleaſe. 
My friend, my buſband ! place me where you | 
will. 

Al. My adored! we thank you both. (March 
vithout.) Hark! the King approaches to the ſacri- 
fice. You, Rolla, ſpoke of rumours of ſurpriſe. — 
A ſervant of mine, I hear, is miſting ; whether 
ſurpriſed or treacherous, I know not. . 

Rol. It matters not. We are every where pre. 
pared. Come, Cora, upon the altar mid the 
rocks thou'lt implore a bleſſing on our cauſe. 
The pious ſupplication of the trembling wife, 
and mother's heart, riſes to the throne of mercy, 


the moſt reſiſtleſs * of human un 
| I 


SCENE II. 


The Temple of the Sun : it repreſents the magnifi- 

cence of Peruvian idolatry: in tbe centre is the 
altar. — A ſolemn march. —The Warriors and 

Ling enter on one fide of the Temple. —RoLLa, 
Alox zo, and Cora, onthe other. 


Ata. Welcome, Alonzo !—{(To Rollt.) Kinſ- 
man, thy hand. -( Ih Cora.) Bleſs d be the * 
of the happy mother's love. 

Cora. May the ſun bleſs the father of his 
people | 
Ata. In the welfare of bis children lives the 
happineſs of their King. Friends, what is che 

temper of our ſoldiers? 

Rol. Such as becomes the cauſe which they 


wy: < lupport ; 
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ſupport; their cry is, Victory or death! our 
King! our Country! and our God ! __ 


Aa. Thou, Rolla, in the hour of peril, haſt 
been wont to animate the ſpirit of their leaders, 
ere we proceed to conſecrate the banners which 
thy valour knows fo well to guard. 

Rol. Let never was the hour of peril near, 


| when to inſpire them words were ſo little needed. 
My brave aocuteg partners of my toil, my 


feelings and my fame !— can Rolla's words add 
vigour to the virtuous energies which inſpire 


your hearts? No—vovu have judged as I 


bave, the foulneſs of the crafty pſea by which 


theſe bold invaders would delude yo our 


generous ſpirit has compared as mine has, the 
motives, which, in a war like this, can animate 
their minds, and -ouRs. Tax, by a ſtrange 
frenzy driven, fight for power, for plunder, 
and extended rule—we, for our country, our 
altars, and our homes. — TRE follow an Ad- 
venturer whom they. fear — and obey a power 
which they hate—we ſerve a Monarch whom 
we Jlove—a God whom we adore.—Whene'er 
they move in anger, deſolation tracks their pro- 
grels!—Where'er they pauſe in amity, afflic- 
tion mourns their friendſhip !—They boaſt, they 
come but to improve our ſtate, enlarge our 
thoughts, and free us from the yoke of error 
Yes—THEY will give enlightened freedom to 
our minds, who are themſclves the flaves of 
fion, avarice, and pride. They offer us their 
protection — Yes, ſuch protect iou as vultures 
ive to lambs—covering and devouring them! 
They call on us to barter all of good we have 


inherited and ponds for the deſperate chance 


of * ter which they promiſe.— Be 


Our 
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our plain.anſwer this: The throne wE honour is 
the PEOPLE 'S cHhOcE the laus we reverence are 
our hrave Fathers“ legacy the faith we follow 
teaches us to live in bonds of charity with all 
mankind, and die with hope of bliſs beyond 
the grave. Tell your invaders this, and tell 
them too, we ſeek no change; and, leaſt of all, 
ſuch change as they would bring us. | 

Loud ſhouts of the ſoldiery. 
Aa. (Embrating Rolla.) Now, holy friends, 
ever mindful of theſe facred truths, begin the 
ſacrifice. | (A ſolemn Proceſſion commences from the 
receſs of the Temple above the Altar — The Priefts 
and Virgins of the Sun arrange themſeives on either | 
fie IT he High- Priefl approaches the Altar, ana 
the | ſolemnity begins The Invocation of the High- 
Prieft is followed by the Choruſſes of the Priefls and 
 PFirgins=bire from above lights upon the Altar.— 
The Tohole aſſembly riſe, and join in the Than 
giving.) Our offering is accepted. Now to 
arms, my friends, prepare for battle. 


1 Enter Oxaxo. 


Ora. The enemy ! 
Ata. How near? | 
Ora. From the hill's brow, e' en now as I o'er-. 
looked their force, ſuddenly J perceived the 
whole in motion: with eager haſte they march 
towards our deſerted camp, as if appriſed of this 
moſt ſolemn ſacrifice. ; | 
Rol. They muſt be met before they reach it. 
Ata. And you, my daughters, with your dear 
children, away to the appointed place * a 
| 4. 


* 
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Cora. Oh, Alonzo! (Embracing bim.) 

Al. We ſhall meet again, 

Cora. Bleſs us once more, ere you leave us. 

Al. Heaven protect and bleſs thees pay! bo- 
loved; and thee, my innocent! J 43 

Ka. Haſte, baile each moment is pre · 
cious! 

Cora. Farewell, Alonzo! Remember thy life 
is mine. 

Rol. Not one farewell to Rolla? 

Cora. (Giving him her band) Farewell! The 
God of war be with you: but, bring me back 
Alonzo. | [ Exit ith the Chile. 

Ata. (Draws bis 3 Now, my brethren, 
my ſons, my friends, I know. your valour.— 
Shou d ill ſueceſs aſſail us, be deſpair the laſt 
feeling of your hearts. If ſucceſsful, let mercy 
be the firſt. Alonzo, to youll give to- defend 
the narrow paſſage of the mountains. On the 
right of the wood be Rolla's ſtation For mo, 
ſtrait forwards will 4 march to meet them, and 
fight until I ſee my people ſaved,” or they be- 
bold their Monarch fall. Be the word of battle 


God I and our native land. C A march.) 


— 


SCENE II. 
The Wood between the Temple and the Camp. 


Enter Rol LA and ALonzo. 


"Bol. Here, my friend, we menen loom, 1 
truſt, o meet again in triumph. 

Al. Or perhaps we part to meet no more. 
Rolla, a moment's pauſe ; ; we are yet before our 
n Fe, Ways 
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army's ſtrength ;. one earneſt word at part- 


in 
Fol. Thers is. in o language now no word bur 
battle. 
l Yeh, obe wund wore-Com! 

Kol. Cora l Speak ! res 

Al. The next hour brings 98— 1 

Rol. Death or victory! 

A. Ic Ne- e to one—death' te che 
Other. 


Rol. Or boch mip fall. en e 
A. If fo, 3 and child 1 hee to 
rhe protection of Heaven and my Kiog. But 
ſhould kee) fall, Rall be thow my be. 
| Rol. How? _ 
Al. nnn N . 
Rol. Rouſe thee, Alonzo! \Rgniſh cheſe cimid 


Ak Rollal. Ai in vain, and rakinot 
fly from the foreboding which oppreſſes me: 
— now'ſt it will not ſhake me 1 the fight : . 
but give me the promiſe I exact. | 

Rot. If it be Cora' S W —1 promiſe— 
(Gives his hand.) | 

AI. Tell her it was my laſt wiſh ! and bear to 
her and to my ſon, my laſt bleſſing. 2 

Rol. I wil. Now then to our poſts, and let 
our {words ſpeak for us. (They dra their fevorts.) 8 

A. For · the King and Cora! 

Bol, For Cora — the King! 

[Exennt different ways. Alarms without. 


7. 


E 7 SCENE 


: * 
* 
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A Vi ew of the Peruvian Camp, with a Alen View 
of a Peruvian Village. Trees growing from a rocky - 
Eminence on one Side. Alarms continue. \ 1 + 


: Eater as Old blind Man and a Boy. 


O. Mas. Haye none returned to Cp? | 
Boy. One meſſenger alone. From the _ 
th wt” march d to meet the foe. it a 
8. Man. Hark! I bear . 01 
had 1 ſtill retain d my fight, I might now have 
graſp'd a ſword, and oboe folder «death Y Are 
we quite alone ? 85 
Boy. Yes !—I hope my father vill be aſe! | 
O. Man. He' will do his duty. Lon. Bias. 
ws for thee, my child. aihlas | 
- Boy. I can ſtay with you, — ater it 
O. Men. But ſhould the enemy come, theywill ; 
thee from me, my bor 
Boy. Impoſſible, _ grandfather ! for they | will 
ſee at once that you are old and blind, and can- | 
not do without me. | 
O. Man. Poor ud! you little know the 
hearts of theſe inhuman men. Diſcharge of can- 
non heard.) Hark! the noiſe is'near—I hear the 
dreadful roaring of the fiery engines of theſe cruel 
ſtrangers.—{(Shouts at a diſtance.) At every ſhout, 
with involuntary haſte I clench my hand, and 


fancy ſtill it graſps a ſword! Alas I can only 
ſerve my country by my prayers. Heaven pre- 


ſerve the Inca and bis gallant ſoldiers ! 10 
Bey. O father! there are ſoldiers running N 
O. Man. Spaniards, boy? ln 
Boy. Nes Peruvianss OT 
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A TN PLAY. 3 
O. M How! ber 
rar N f E 11 A0 
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Fuer beo Peruvian Soldiers. 


O pe to them, boy —Wbenee come you? 
How goes the battle? Ni; 

l. We may not ſtop ; we are ſent for the 
reſerve behind the hill. ; The day's againſt us. 

[ Zreunt Soldiers. 

O. Man. Quick, Raw quick r 

Boy. I fee the points of lances glittering in 
the ligt. | 

O. Man. Thoſe are Peruvians Do they bend BE” 
this oi 


| * Buter o Peruvian Solder. ab 0) 


2 Soldier, ſpeak to my blind 6 N 
Sl. Em ſent to tell the helpleſs farther to re- 
treat among the rocks: all will de holt. ] fear. 
The King is wounded. 
O. Man. Quick, boy! Lead me to the kill, 
whenechow * view the * * | 


#4 4 


Enter Arillus, . with Onax, og. 
Aru Haft . ang Soldiers. e 
DST DES 
Ata. My wound is bound) believe! wie, 5 | 
hurt is nothing: I may return to the fight. 
Ora. Pardon your ſervant; but the allotted 
prieſt who attends the ſacred banner has pro- 
nounced that the Inca*s' blood once ſhed,” no 
8 can await OE ey 10 — 8 the 
Ee L . 
Ata. Hard nt O! my DOME in_ fol- 
dier !—Hard that I may no longer be a * 
e 


* 


cure to him the affection of his people and the 


deo 


of their eur. But baſte young retufn to 
your comrades: I will not keep one ſoldier 
from his poſt. Go, and avenge your fallen 
brethren. [Exeunt Orano, Officers, and Soldiers. 


1 will not repine; my own fate is the 


anxiety of my hear. It is for you, 22 le 
tel e e 


Old Mas oh 8 


0. Man. Did I not hear the voice is Vas * 
ſfortutate Who is it complains thus 
_ Atg. One almoſt by hope * . 
O. Mun. Is the King alive? «af Fa 
Ala. The King ſtill lives. 4 % 
O. Man. Was Wen an ber eden! Ata- 
_ liba protects the meaneſt of his ſubjects. 
Alia. And who (hall protect Ataliba ? 
O. Man. The immortal Powers, that 
we juſt. The virtues of our Monarch alike fe- 


benign regard of Heaven: 
Ata. How impious, had I muttured ! How 


| : wondrous, thou ſupreme Diſpoſer, are chy acts! 


Even ia this moment, which I bad thought the 
bittereſſ trial of mortal ſuffering, thou haſt infuſed 


the ſweeteſt ſenſation of my life —it is the aſj- 
fſutanqce of my people's love. 


Bey. (Turning forward.) a, father — 


de ſee chole hideous men * 
L — 7 


e Speslerds1— Aud Aube 


 Ulfared fugitive, without a ſword even to ed 


the rp a monarch MW 


" 2 k. Cl 4 '&a p : 4 * "ay "4 0 7 . 
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Ne , Seay fa 
b ane iet, and ve Sol 
1». diers. | 


ls. 'Tis * hopes are FR EIT 
know him well—it is the King! 

Alm. Away! Follow wich your prize. Avoid 
thoſe Peruvians, though in gn. This way we 
may regain our line. | 

[ Exevn! Davilla, Almagro, ah Golders, with | 
Ataliba priſoner. 

O. Man,” The King! Wretched old man, that 
could not ſee his gracious form !—Boy, would 
thou hadſt led me to the reach of thoſe rut- 
fians ſwords ! — 

Der. Father! all our countrymen are Aying 
have for refuge. 5 

O. Man. No—to the. cue of their King 
"wy never wall deſert him. (Alarms 22 


Elie; Perogias Officers and Soldiers, Aying acroſs 
. the Kaze; On AN following. 


N Ora. Hold, 1 charge you! Rolla calls you. 
Offer. We cannot combat with their dreadful = 


ONO nds ain | ** 
Tuer 1 | 


Rol. Hold, cecreants! cowards bat, 
fear ye death, and fear not ſhame? By my 
foul's fury, 1 cleave to the earth the firſt of you 
that ſtirs, or plunge your daſtard ſwords into 
your leader's heart, that he no more may wit- 
neſs your difgrace, Where is the King ? 

Ota. From this old man and T learn that 
be detachment of the enemy which you ob- 
| {ſerved 


— - — —— — 


„ 2 —-— er - 


— * 
z ͤ ͤ ho ˙ — 
= 


— N — 
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each but one drop of the 
guſhes to waſte through the brave heart of this 


30% Po: 


ſerved ſo ſuddenly to quit the field, have ſuc- 
ceeded in ſurpriſing him; they are yet in ſight. 

Rol. And bear the Inca off a priſoner ?— 
Hear this, ye baſe, diſloyal rout! Look there | 
The duſt you fee hangs on the bloody Spaniards' 


track, dragging with ruffian taunts your King, 


your father—Ataliba in bondage! Now fly, 


and ſeek your own vile ſafety, if you can. 
O. Mun. Bleſs the voice of Rolla—and bleſs * 
the ſtroke I once lamented, but which now 


ſpares theſe extinguiſhed eyes the ſhame of ſce- 
ing the pale trembling wretches who dare not 


- follow Rolla though to ſave their King! 


Rol. Shrink ye from the thunder of the foe— 


and fall ye not at this rebuke? Oh! had ye 


AHghtleſs veteran! Eternal ſhame purſue you, 
if you deſert me now! But  do—aloneT'go— 
alone—-to die with. glory by my monarch's 
fide! 

Soldiers,. Rolla ! well follow guete Trumpet. 


found; Rolla ruſbes out, Janes, by . N | 


cers, and Soldiers.) - 
O., Man. O godlike Rolla 2 dig ſun, 


ſend from thy clouds avenging lightning to his 


aid !—Haſte, my boy; aſcend ſome height, 


-  andell to my impatient terror what thou ſeelt. 
Boy. can climb this rock, and the tree 


above. (Aſcends 4 rock, and from. thence into the 


tree. } 8 I ſee them—now—ycs—and the 


Spaniards turning by the ſteep. 
O. Man. Rolla follows them?: 


Boy. He doeg—he does he moves liks an 
arrow !—pow ] he waves his arm to out ſoldiers— 


"ag 


loyal blood which 


9 
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(Report of cannan Bernd) Nos there is fire and 
ſmoke. * 
O. Man. ves, fire ” — weapon of cb 
fiends. 8 
Boy. The wind boys off the ke they 
are all mixed together. 
O. Man. Sect} thoo the King? Wes ao 
Boy. Les —KRolla is near him! His {word F 
ſheds fire-as he {trikes ! © 7 
O. Man. Bleſs thee, "Rolla! Spare not te 
monſters. . 
Bay. Father ! father! the Spaniards fly 10 
—now I ſee the King embracing Rolla. (Ma. 
ing bis cap for joy. Von of vid el ＋ 
trumpeis, G * 8 
O. Man. (Fillrow bis 4020 Fountain of life! | 
hom can my exhauſted breath bear to thee _ 
thanks for this one moment of my life! My 
boy, come don, and let me kifs thee—My 


4 


1 (The Boy having run to the O 


" Ler me —_y you,” father—You rrewble * 
ſoo nr nb , | . 
O. Man. Tis with rranſpore, boy! 1 8 
ol nA L leads the Old Man " 


„e — „Oc. 


Enter ArATL IBA, RoLLa, and Peruvian Officers 8 
and Soldiers. ba 


Aa. In the name of my people, the ſaviour 
of whoſe ſovereign you have this day been, ac- 
cept this emblem of his gratitude. (Giving Rolla 


# 


may for a moment dim its luſtre, yet does it 
not impair the value of the gift. a 
'# 


his ſun of diamonds.) The tear that falls upon it 
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Kol. It cate. hand of Heaven, dot mins. 
that ſaved my King. 


Enter Perxvian Officer, and Soldiers 


Rod. Now, ſoldier, from Alonzp? + 
OF. Alonzo's gentus ſoon repaired the panic 
which early TR. ye: rx 
have to mourn Alonzo's his eager 
_ urged him too far in the purſuit! : . "a 
Ata. How! Alonzo flain? 
1 Sol. I ſaw him fall. and! | 
24 Sol. Truſt me I beheld him up again and 
fighting—he was then ſurrounded and diſarmed. 
Ata. O! victory, dearly purchaſed! 
Rol. O Cora! Who. hall tell thee chis? 
Ata. Rolla, our friend is loſt - our native 
country ſaved! Our private ſorrows muſt yield 
to the public claim for triumph. Now go we 
to fulfil the firſt, the moſt ſacred duty which 
belenes to vitory—to dry the widow'd and 
the orphan'd tear of thoſe whoſe brave protec- 
tors have periſhed in their country's cauſe. 
| [Triumphant march, and exeant. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 


A wild Retreat among flupendous Rocks. —Cor a 
and ber Child, with other Wives and Children 
of the Peruvian Warriors, are ſcattered about 
the ſcene in groups. — They fing alternately, Stan- 
24s expreſſive of their ſituation, with a Caorvs, 
in weed all join. ‚ 


| 11 Peruvian Woman. | 
ULUGA, ſeeſt thou nothin yet? 
Zul. Ves, two Peruvian ſoldiers, one on 
the hill; the other Wr the thicket in the 
vale. 

' 2d Per. omas. One more has paſy'd—He 
comes—but pale and terrified. 

Cora. My heart will ſtart from my boſom. 


Enter a Peruvian Soldier, panthhg for breath. 


Wom. Well! joy or death? 

Sold. The battle is againſt us. The King is 
wounded, and a priſoner, 

Mom. Deſpair and miſery ! 

Cora. (In a faint voice.) And Alonzo? 

Sold. IJ have not ſeen him. 

1 Wom. Oh! whither muſt we fly? 

24 Wom. Deeper into the foreſt, 

Cota. | ſhall not move. 

Another Peruvian Soldier, (without) w 


victory 
He enters haſtily. 
Rejoice ! Rejoice ! We are victorious ! 
1 Hon. 


—— reer 26! Wars 
: - 
* 
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Mom. (Springing up.) Welcome! welcome 


thou meſſenger of joy: but the King! 
Sold. He leads the brave warriors, who ap- 


proach. 15 


(Te triumphant march of the army is heard at 4 


diſtance.— The, Women and Children join in 4 
Hrain expreſſive of anxiety and exultation —The 
_ Warriors enter finging the; Song of Victory, in 
 eobich all join. Ile King and Roua follow, 
and are met with rapiurous and affettionate reſpect. 
- Cora; during this ſcene, with ber Child in ber 
arms, runs through the ranks Rum: and in- 
guiring for Alox zo.) : 
Ata, Thanks, thanks, my children ! 10 am 
well: believe it; the blood once ſtopp'd, my 
wound was nothing (Cora 41 length approaches 


Rolla, who appears r af rok been mournfully avoiding 


ber J Where i is Alonzo? _ 
Kolla turns atay in filence.) 
3 0 Falling at the King's feet.) Give me my 
huſband, give this child his father. | 
Aid. I grieve that Alonzo is not here. 
Cora. — 8 you to find him? 
Ata. Moſt anxiouſly. | 
Corn. Ataliba! is he not dead? 
Ata. No] the Gods will have heard our prayers. 
Cora. Is he not dead, Ataliba? 
Ata. He lives—in my heart. | 
Cora. Oh King! torture me not thus ! ſpeak 
out, is this child fatherlefs? 
Ala. Deareſt Cora! do not thus daſh aide the 
little hope that ſtill remains. 
Cyra. The little hope! yet ſtill there # is hope! 


Speak to me, Rolla : you are the friend of truth. 


Rol. Alonzo has not been found. | 
Cora, Not found! What mean you? will not 
N ‚ You, 


: 
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, Rolla, tell me truth? Oh! let me not hear 
the thunder rolling at à diſtance; let the bolt fall 
and cruſh my brain at once, Say not that he is 
not found: ſay at once that he is dead. 

Rol. Then ſhould I fay falſe. -. 

Cora. Falſe ! Bleſſings on thee for that word ! 
But ſnatch me from * terrible ſuſpenſe. Lift 
up thy little hands, my child; perhaps thy igno- 
rance may plead better than thy mother's Sony. 
Kol. Alonzo is taken priſoner. | 

Cora. Priſoner ! and by the Spaniards ? Pizar- 
ro's priſoner? Then is he dead. 5 

Ata. Hope better--the richeſt ranſom which our 
realm can-yield, .a herald ſhall this inſtant bear, 

Per. Nom. Oh! for Alonzo's ranſom our 
gold, our gems !—all! all !—Here, dear Cora, 
There! here! | 

(The Peruvian Women ea gerly tear off all- their 

'. ornaments, and run and take them from their 

children, to. offer them to Cora.) 

Ata. Yes," for Alonzo's ranſom they would 
give all!—I thank thee, Father, who haſt given 

me ſuch hearts to rule over! 
Cora. Now one boon ore, beloved monarch. 
Let me go with the herald. 

Ata. Remember, Cora, thou art not «wiſe only, 
but a mother too: hazard not your own honour, - 
and the ſafety of your infant. Among theſe 
- barbarians the ſight of thy youth, thy lovelineſs, 
and innocence, would but rivet faſter your Alonzo's 
chains, and rack his heart with added fears for 
thee.— Wait, Cora, the return of the herald. - 

Cora, Teach me how to live till then. KEE. 
Ata. Now we go to offer to the Gods, thanks 

5 Nag victory, and prayers for our Alonzo's 
| [Aerc = proceſſion. Exeunt omnes. 
i : SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
The Wood. 
Enter Cox A and Child. 
. 


: : 2 ane 
N | Rater Koa s; 


Ro. Cora, 1 md y mme a ur ap- | 
| pointed pot. 
_ Cora. Oh my child, my boy !—haſt thou ſtill 
| . a father? 
6 o Rol. Cora, can thy child be faherlck, while 
Rolla lives ? 
Cra. Will he not ſoon want a mather tod N- 
| Tot . thou think 1 will ſurvive Alonzo's 
+»  Bdol. Yes! for his child's ſake. —Yes, a thou 
wa Alonzo, Cora, liſten to Alonzo's . 
. SS Cora. You bid me liſten to the world. Who 
= was not Alonzo's friend? 
| Bol. His parting words 
Ora. His parting words! (Wild.) Oh, ſpeak! 
Kol. Confign'd to me two precious truſts—his 
bleſſing to his ſon, and a laſt requeſt to thee. 
Cera. His laft requeſt! his aff /—Oh, name it! 
Rol. If 1 fall, 2 he - (and fad forebodings 
fhook him while he ſpoke)—promile to take — 
Cora for thy wife; be thou a father to my child. 
I pledged my word to him, and we parted.— 
Obſerve me, Cora, I repeat this only, as my 
faith to do ſo was given to Alonzo—for myſelf, 
I neither cheriſh claim or ho 
” Core. Ha! does my reaſon fail me, or what | 
" *7 1s 
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is this horrid light that preſſes on my brain? 
Oh, Alonzo |! 115 may be thou haſt fallen a victim 
to thy on guileleſs heart hadſt thou been ſi- 
ent, hadſt — vie" legacy of theſe 
- wretched charms— 

Kol. Cora! what hateful ſuſpicion has poſ- 
 ſeſſed thy mind? 

Cera. Yes, yes, tis clear—his ſpirit was en- 
ſnar'd; he was led to the fatal ſpot, where mor- 
tal valour could not front a hoſt of murderers— 
He fell—in vain did he exclaim for help to 
Rolla. At a diſtance you look'd on and ſmil'd 
—You could have ſaved him—could—but did 


Ot. | BS 
Kol. Oh, glorious ſun! can I have deſerved 
this? Cora, rather bid me ſtrike this ſword into 
Cra. No! live! live for love! for chat love 
thou ſeckeſt; whoſe bloſſoms are to ſhoot 
from the bleeding grave of thy betray'd and 
Naughter'd friend But thou haſt borne to me 
the la wordt of my Alonzo { Now hear mize 
—— Sooner ſhall this boy draw poiſon from this 
tortured breaſt—ſooner would I link me to che 
pallid corſe of the meaneſt wretch that pe- 
riſh'd with Alonzo, than he call Rolla father.— 
than I call Rolla huſband ! 

Raul. Yet call me what I am thy friend, thy 
protector! 
Cr. ¶ Diſtractedy.) Away! I have no protec - 
tor but my God — With this child in my arms 
will I haſten to the field of ſlaughter There with 
theſe hands will I turn up to the light every man- 

body—-ſeeking, howe'er by death disfigur d, 

the ſweet ſmile of my Alonzo:—with fearful cries I 
| will ſhrick out is name till my veins ET 


4 
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- ſmalleſt ſpark of life remain, he will know the 
voice of his Cora, open for a moment his un- 
| ſhrouded eyes, and bleſs me with a laſt look: 
But if we find him not Oh! then, my boy, we 
will to the Spaniſh camp— that look of thine 
will win me paſſage through a thouſand ſwords— 
They too are men. — Is there a heart that could 
drive back the wiſe that ſeeks her bleeding huſ- 
band; or the innocent babe that cries for his im- 
iſon'd father? No, no, my child, every where 
we | ſhall be ſafe.— A wretched mother bearing a 

* orphan in her arms, has Nature's paſſport 
through Uthe world. Yes; yes, my ſon, we'll go 
and ſeek thy father. | Exit with the Child, 

Rol. (After a pauſe of agitation.) Could I have 
merited 'one breath of thy reproaches, Cora, I 
ſhould be the wretch—1 think I was not formed to 
be —Hes' ſafety muſt. be my preſent purpoſe— 
then to convince her ſhe has wronged me ! | Exit. 


SCENE III. 
Pixarro s Tent. © 
PizanRo, traverſing the ſeene in gloomy and furious 


agitation. 
Mell, capricious idol, Fortune, be my ruin 
thy work and boaſt. To myſelf I will ſtil be 
true. Vet ere I fall, grant me thy ſmile to pro- 
ſper in one act of vengeance, and be that ſmile 
Alonzo's death. 9 1 


eee e ee 2 
Who's there? who dares intrude? Why does 

my guard. neglect their duty? | 5 

Kb. Your guard did what they could—but 


* 


they knew their duty hk than to enforce. au- 
thority, when I refuſed obedience. | 
Piz. And what is it you deſire? a 

Elo. To ſce how a: hero bears misfortune. 
Thou, Pizarro, art not now collected not thy = 
ſelf. 

Piz. Wouldſt thou I ſhould rejoice that the 
ſpears of the enemy, led by accurs'd Alonzo, have 
pierced the braveſt hearts of my followers 2 '. 

Ely. No !-—1: would have thee cold and dark 
as the night that follows the departed ſtorms 
ſtill and ſullen as the awful pauſe that / precedes 
Nature's convulſion: yet I would have thee feel 
aſſured that a new morning ſhall ariſe, when the 
warrior's ſpirit ſhall ſtalk forth—nor fear the fu- 
ture, nor lament the paſt, - 

Piz. Woman! Elvira! — Why had not all 

men hearts like thine? 

Elv. Then would thy brows have this day 
worn the crown of Quito. 

Pix. Oh! hope fails me while chat ſcourge ot 
my life and fame, Alonzo, leads the enemy. 

Elu. Pizarro, I am come to probe the hero 
farther : not now his courage, but his * 
mity—Alonzo is your priſoner. 

Piz. How! - . 

Elv. Tis certain; Valverde ſaw him even 
now dragged in chains within your camp. I 
choſe to bring you the intelligence myſelf. 

Pix. Bleſs thee, Elvira, for the news Alonzo 
in my power !—then I am the conqueror the 
victory is MINE { 

Elv. Pizarro, this is ſavage and unmanly 
triumph. Believe me, you raiſe impatience in 
my mind to fee the man whoſe valour, and 
whoſe genius, awe Pizarro; whoſe misfortunes 

are 


Wea \ 'PIZARRO: 


ate Pizarro's triumph; whoſe bondage is ri. | 


zarro's ſafery. . 

Pix. Guard! - Euter Guard Drag here the 
Spaniſh - priſoner, Alonzo ! — Quick Nig the 
traitor here. [ Exit Guard. 

Ev. What ſhall be his fate ? 

Pix. Death! death ! in lingering torments | 
bel to the laſt ſtretch that burning ven- 
geance can deviſe, and fainting life ſuſtain. 

Elv. Shame on thee ! Wilt thov have it ſaid 


that the Peruvians found Pizarro could not 
conquer till Alonzo felt that he could murder? 


Pix. Be it ſaid I care not. His fate is ſealed. 
Etv. Follow then thy will: but mark me; if 


| baſely thou doſt ſhed ihe blood of this brave 


youth, Elvira's loſt to thee for ever. 


Pix. Why this intereſt axons, ord EE 


is Alonzo's fate to thee ? 
Ev. His fate !—nothing !—thy glory, every 


thing !—Thiak'R thou I could love thee ſtript of 
fame, of honour, and ayult renown ?—Know me 


bets; 


Pix... Thou ſhouldſt have komm uch better. 7 


Thou ſhouldſt have known, that, once provoked 


to hate, I am for ever fixed in ven ce. 


(Alonzo it brought in, in chains, guar. Elvira 
obſerves him with attention and admiration Wel. 
come, welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina; tis 
long fince we have met: thy mended looks 


_ ſhould ſpeak a life of rural indolence. How 
is it that amid the toils and cares of war thou 


doſt preſer ve the healthful bloom of careleſs 
eaſe? Tell me thy ſecret, 


Thou wilt not profit by it. Whate'er the 


foils or cares of war, peace n is Bere. 0 Putti 
bis hand to His heart. * 
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Pix. Sarcaſtic boy 

Ele. Thou art anſwered rightly Why ſport 
with the unfortunate ? 

Piz. And thou art wedded too, I hear; aye, 
and the father of a lovely boy—the heir, no 
doubt, of all his father's loyalty 3 of all his mo- 
ther's faith. 

Al. The heir, I truſt, of all his facher's ſcorn 
of fraud, oppreſſion, and hypocriſy—the heir, I 
hope, of all his mother's virtue, gentleneſs, and 
truth—the heir, I am ſure, to all Pizarro's hate. 

Pix. Really! Now do I feel for this poor or- 
phan ; for fatherleſs to-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee 
that child. Alonzo, thy hours are numbered. 
Ev. Pizarro—no! | 

Pix. Hence—or dread my anger. 

Ele. 1 will not hence; nor do L dread thy 
angers 

. Gene lovelineſs ! ſpare thy unavail- 
ing pity. Seek not to thwart the tiger with his 
prey beneath his fangs. 

Piz. Audacious rebel! Thou s renegado from 
thy monarch and thy God 

Al. Tis falſe. 

Piz. Art thou not, tell me, a deſerter from 
thy country's legions—and, with vile heathens 
„ 1 warred againſt hy native 


_ No! Deſerter I am none | I was not born 
among robbers | pirates! murderers ! — When 
thoſe legions, lured by the abhorred luſt of gold, 
and by thy foul ambition urged, forgot the ho- 
nour of Caſtilians, and forſook the ies of hu- 
manity, THEY deſerted Ms. I have not warred 
againſt my native land, but againſt rhoſe who 
ave * its power. The bannert of my 

G Q country, 
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country, when fiſt 1 followed arms beneath them, 
were Juſtice, Faith, and Mercy. It theſe are 
Whats doyn and trampled under foot—lI have 
no country, nor exiſts the power entitled to re- 
(proach me with elt. 
Pix. The 980 to judge aud puniſh thee at 
| leaſt exiſts. 

A. Where are my Judges? 

Pix. Thou wouldit appeal to the war Fe" 

A. If the good Las-Caſas have yet a ſeat N 
— yes; if not, 1 appeal to Heaven! 

Pix. And to impoſe upon the folly of = 
| Call, what would be the excuſes of - treaſon ? 

Elo. The folly of Las-Caſas . Soch, doubt- 
lefs, his mild precepts ſeem to thy hard-hearted 
wiſdom !---O! would I might have lived as I 
will die, a ſharer in the follies of Las-Caſas ! 

A. To him I ſhould not need. to urge the 
-foul-barbarities which drove me from your fide ; 
but I would gently lead him by the hand through 
all the lovely fields of Quito; there, in many a 

ſpot where late was barrenneſs and, waſte, I 
would ſhow him how now the opening bloſſom, 
blade, or bud, {ſweet baſhſul pledges of 
delicious harveſt, waſting: their incenſe. to the 


_— ſun, give ul promiſe to the hope 
of "induſtry. This, I would ſay, is my work / 
Next I ſhould tell how hurtful cuſtoms, and ſu- | 
af ions ſtrange and ſullen, would often ſcatter 
and diſmay the credulous minds of theſe deluded 
innocents; and then would I point out to him 
where now, in cluſtered villages, they live like 
brethren, ſocial and confiding, while through 
the burning day Content fits baſking on the cheek, 
of Toil, till laughing Paſtime leads them to the 
W Os reſt this too is mine And prouder 
* 3 — HAS | — 
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yet---at that ſtill pauſe between exertion and re- 
poſe, belonging not to paſtime, labour; or to 
reſt, but unto Him who ſanctions and ordains 
them all, I would ſhow him many an eye, and 
many a hand, by gentleneſs from error won, 
raiſed in pure devotion to the true and only 
God! — this too 1 could tell him is Alonzo's 
work Then would Las-Caſas claſp me in his 
aged arms; from his uplifted” eyes a tear f 
gracious thankfulneſs would fall upon my head, 
and that one bleſſed drop would be to me 
at once this world's beſt proof, that I had acted 
rightly here, and ſureſt hope of * Cee | 

' mercy and reward hereafter. 

Elv. Happy, virtuous Alonzo! - And den 
Pizarro, wouldſt appal with fear of death a man 
who thinks and acts as he does 

Pix. Daring, obſtinate enthuſiaſt! But know 
the pious bleſſing of thy preceptor's tears does not 
await thee here: he has fled like thee—like 
thee, no doubt, to join the foes of Spain. The 
perilous trial of the next reward you hope, is 
nearer than perhaps you've thought; for, by 

my country's wrongs; and by mine own, to- 
morrow's fun ſhall ſee thy death. ; | 
lv. Hold Pizarro hear me !—If nepal; 
ways juſtly,” at leaſt act always greatly. Name 
not thy country's wrongs--'us plain they have 
no ſhare in thy reſentment. Thy fury gainſt 
this youth is private hate, and deadly perſonal 
revenge; if this be ſo—and even now thy de- 
tected conſcience in that look avows i. profane 
not the name of juſtice or thy country's cauſe, 
but let him arm, or bid him to the held on 
2 terms. 
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Pix. Officious advocate for ! 
Bear him hence—he knows his ſentence. 

M. Thy revenge is eager, and I'm thankful 
ſor it to me thy haſte is mercy. For thee, 
ſweer pleader in misfortune's cauſe, accept my 

thanks. This camp is not thy proper 
ſphere. Wert thou among yon ſavages, as they 
are called, thou'dſt find companions more con- 
to thy heart; | | 

Pix. Yes; ſhe ſhall bear che tidings of thy 
death to Cora. 


4 Iabuman man! that /pang at leaſt might = 


have been ſpared me; but thy malice ſhall not 
ſhake my conſtancy. I go to death. many 
ſhall bleſs, and none will curſe my memory. 
Tn inn A wa be—Pizarro. 
| [Exit, guarded. 
| El. Now by the i {corn that burns 
Lang manger m_ is ſhamed and fickened 
at the meanneſs of thy v 
Pu. What has thy romantic folly aimed at? 
He is mine enemy, and in my power. 
Ei. He is in your power, and therefore is no 
more an enemy, Pizarro, I demand not of thee 
virtue aſk not from thee nobleneſs of mind--- 
I require only juſt dealing to the fame thou haſt 
acquired; 3 not the aſſaſſin of thine own 
renown. How often have you ſworn that the 
_ Cacrifice which thy — valour's high 
report had won you from ſubdued Elvira, was 


the proudeſt triumph of your fame? Thou 
knoweft I bear a mind not caſt in the common 
mould - not formed for tame ſequeſtered love--- 
content *mid houſehold cares to prattle to an 
idle offspring, and wait the dull delight of an 
2 7855 lover's Kindneſo- no my heart was 

framed 
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framed to look up with awe and homage to the 
object it adored ; my ears to owh no muſic but 
the thrilling records of his praiſe; my lips to 
ſcorn all babbling but the tales of his achieve- 
ments; my brain to turn giddy with delight, 
reading the applauding tributes of his monarch's 
and his country's gratitude; my every faculty to 
throb with tranſport, while I heard the ſhouts-of 
acclamation which announced the coming of my 
hero ; my whole ſoul to love him with devotion! 
with enthuſiaſm! to ſee no other object to own 
no other tie- but to make Am my worLÞD! 
Thus to love is at leaſt no common weaknels, 
---Pizarro !---was not ſuch my love for thee?" 

Pix. It was, Elvira! 

Eu. Then do not make me hateful to myſelf, 
by rearing off the maſk at once — baring the 
hideous impoſture that has undone me Do 
not an act which, howe'er thy preſent power 
may gloſs it to the world, will make thee hate» 
ful to all future ages—accurſed and Kong by 

erity. 

Piz. And ſhould poſterity applaud my deeds, 
think'ſt thou my mouldering bones would rattle 
then with tranſport in my tomb? — This is re- 
nown for viſionary Boys to dream of- under 
ſtand it not. The fame I value ſhall upliſt my 
living eftimation—o'erbear with popular pert 
the envy of my foes—advance my purpaſes, and 
aid my power, 

Elv. Each word thou ſpeakeſt—each moment 
that I hear thee—diſpels the fatal miſt through 
which I've judged thee. Thou man of mighty 
name, but little foul, I ſee thou wert not born 

20 feel what genuine fame and glory are—go! 
prefer the flattery of thy own fleeting Pn, <- the 
She 
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bright circle of a deathleſs name—go! prefer 
to {tare upon the grain of ſand on which you 


trample, to muſing on the ſtarred canopy above 


thee. Fame, the ſovereign deity of proud am- 
bition, is not to be worſhipped ſo: who ſeeks 
alone for living homage, ſtands a mean canvaſſer 
in her temple's porch, wooing promiſcuouſly 
from the fickle breath of every wretch that paſſes, 
the brittle tribute of his praiſe. He dares not 
a 
his is placed there, nor ever ſhall his worſhip'd 
image, fix d above, claim for his memory a 840. 


rious immortality. 


Pix. Elvira, leave me. : 

Ev. Pizarro, you no longer love me. | 

Pix. It is not fo, Elvira. But w n might I 
not ſuſpect this wondrous. intereſt for 
ger Take back thy reproach. 

Ev. No; Pizarro; as yet I am not loſt to 


| you—one firing ſtill remains, and binds me to 


your. fate. Do not, I conjure you-—do not for 
thine own fake, tear it aſunder — ſhed not 
Alonzo' s blood | 

Piz. My reſolution s fixed. 

Ev. Even though that moment loſt you Elvira 
for ever? 

Pix. Even ſo. 
Ev. Pizarro, if not to 8 if not to hu- 
manity, yet liſten to affection; bear ſome me- 
mory of the ſacrifices I have made for thy ſake. 
Have I not for thee quitted my parents, my 


friends, my fame, my native land? When 


eſcaping, did I not riſk in ruſhing to thy arms 


to bury myſelf in the boſom of the deep ? Have 
I not ſhared all thy perils, heavy ſtorms at ſea, 
* froghtful . on an Even on this 


2 dreadful 7 
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the ſacred altar—no noble ſacrifice of 
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dreadful day, amid the rout of battle, who re- 
mained firm and conſtant at Pizarro's ſide? Who 

1 42h her boſom as his on to the affailing 
oe ? F < 


Pix. Tis truly ſpoken all. In love thou art 
thy ſex's miracle—in war the ſoldier's pattern— - 
and therefore my whole heart and half 8 ac- 
quiſitions are thy right. 

Uv. Convince me I poſſeſs the firſt I ex 
.change all title to the latter, for—mercy i 
Alonzo. 

Pix. No more !—Had I intended to nrokotg 
his doom, each word thou uttereſt .yow n 
haſten on his fate. 

Elv. Alonzo then at morn will die? „ 
Pix. Think'ſt thou yon fun will 6 45 
ſurely at his riſing ſhall Alonzo die. | 
Ev. Then be it done—the firing is erack'd 
—ſundered for ever. But mark me—thou+baſt 
heretofore had cauſe, tis true, to doubt my re- 
folution, howe'er offended but mark me now 
—the lips which, cold and jeering, barbing re- 
venge with rancorous mockery, can inſult a 
fallen enemy, ſhall never more receive the pledge 
of love: the arm which, unſhaken by its bloody 
purpoſe, ſhall aſſign to needleſs torture the 
victim who avows his heart, never more ſhall 
preſs the hand of faith Pizarro, ſcorn not my 
words - beware you ſlight them not! I feel how 
noble are the motives which now animate my 
thoyghts—who could not feel as I do, I condemn 
— who, — ſo, yet zwould not act as I SHALL, 
deſpiſe ! | 

Piz. (After a pauſe, looking at her with an 
affected ſmile of contempt.) I have heard thee, 
Elvira, and know well the noble motives which 
. inſpire 
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inſpire thee—fit advocate in virtue's cauſe !—- 
Believe me, I pity thy tender feelings for the 
youth Alonzo : He dies at ſfun-riſe! ¶ Exit. 

Elv. Tis well! tis juſt I ſhould be humbled 
I had forgot myſelf, and in the cauſe of in- 


nocence aſſumed the tone of virtue. *Twas fir 


I ſhould be rebuked—and by Pizarro. Fall, 
fall, ye few reluctant drops of weakneſs—the 
laſt theſe eyes ſhall ever ſhed. How a woman 
can love Pizarro, thou haſt known too well— 
how ſhe can hate, thou haſt yet to learn. Yes, 
thou undaunted ! Thou, whom yet no mortal 
hazard has appalled! Thou, who on Panama's 
brow didſt make alliance with the raving ele- 
ments, that tore the filence of that horrid night 
— when thou didſt follow, as thy pioneer, the 
craſhing thunder's drift, and ftalking o'er the 
trembling earth, didſt plant thy banner by the 
red volcano's mouth ! Thou, who when battling 

on the ſea, and thy brave ſhip was blown to 
ſplinters, waſt ſeen — as thou Hatt beſtride a 

gment of the ſmoaking wreck—to wave ch 
glittering ſword above thy head as thou would 
defy the world in that extremity ! — Come, 
fearleſs man—now meet the laſt and felleſt peril 
of thy life—meet! and ſurvive—an injured wo- 
man's fury, if thou canſt. | [ Exit. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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ACT IV. 


* 


E 


A Dungeon in the Rock, near the Spanish Camp. 
—ALO0XZ0 in Chains. -A Centinel walking 
near the Entrance, FEAT 1 


Alonso. FoR the last time, I have beheld the 

| S$hadow'd ocean close upon the light. 

For the last time, thro' my cleft dungeon's roof, 
I now behold the quivering lustre of the stars. 
For the last time, 0 sun! (and soon the hour) I 
sliall behold thy rising, and thy level beams 
melting the pale mists of morn to glittering dew- 
drops. Then comes my death, and in the morn- 
ing of my day, I fall No, Alonzo, date not the 
life which thou hast run, by the mean reck*ning of 
the hours and days, which thou hast breath'd? A 

life spent worthily should be measured by a nobler 
line by deeds—not years Then woud'st thou 
murmur not but bless the Providence, which in 
so short a span, made THEE the instrument of 


wide and spreading blessings, to the helpless and 


oppress' d — Tho' sinking in decrepid age—HE 
prematurely falls, whose memory records no be- 
nefit conferred by him on man: They only have 
lived long, who have lived virtuously- 
— H Enter 


- 
- 


„ 
5 - 
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% 
Enter a Soldier—shews the Centinel a Passport, 
- who withdraws. f 
Alonza. What bear you there? 5 
Sol. These refreshments I was order'd to leave 
in your dungeon. a | 
Al. whom order'd ? 3 | 
Sol. By the lady Elvira; she will be here her- 
self before the dawn. | 
Al. Bear back to her my humblest thanks ; 
and take thou the refreshments, friend—I need 
Sol. I have served under E Don Alonzo. 
Pardon my saying, that my heart pities 2 
g 55 3 Er i. 
Al. In Pizarro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, 
no doubt requires forgiveness.—( Looking out) 
Surely, even now, thin streaks of glimmering light 
Steal on the darkness of the East. If so, my lies 
but one hour more. I will not watch the coming 
dawn; but in the darkness of my cell, my last 
prayer to thee, Power Supreme! shall be ſor my 
wife and child Grant them to dwell in inno- 
cence and peace; grant health and purity of - 
mind—allelse is worthless. ( Enters the Cavern. ) 
Cen. Who's there? answer quickly ! who's 
Nol. A Friar, come to visit your prisoner. 


Rot, enters, diaguised as a Monk. + 
 "Rol. Inform me, friend—Is not Alonzo, the 
: 2 risoner, conſined in this dungeon? 
| He is. | 7180 


= Ro. I must speak with him. 


Cen. 


$ N 
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Cen. You must not. 
Rol. He is my friend. | 
© Cen. Not if he were your brother, 
Noll. What is to be his fate? * 
Cen. He dies at sun- rise. 
Rol. Ha !—then I am come in time. 
Cen. Just—to witness his death. 
Nol. Soldier—I must speak with him. 
Cen. Back. back. —It is impossible — 
Rol. I do entreat you, but for one moment! 
Cen. You entreat in vain my orders are most 
striet. "oy OR TY TR TON Kr 
Rol. Even now, I saw a messenger go hence. 


Cen. He brought a pass, which we are all ace 


customed to obey. 


No. Look on this wedge of massive gold—look | 


on these precious gems. In thy own land they 
will be wealth for thee and thine, beyond thy 
hope or wish. Take them—they are thine. Let 
me but pass one minute with Alonzo. 

Cen. Away |—woud*st thou corrupt me? 
Me !—an old Castilian 1 know my duty better, 
Rol, Soldier !—hast thon a wife ? | 

Cen. I have. COPY | 

Rol. Hast thou children ? 

Cen. Four—honest, lively boys. 

Nol. Where did*st thou — them? 
Ten. In my native village —even in the cot 
where myself was born. 

Rol. Do'st thou love thy children and thy wife? 

on Do I love them! God knows my heart, 
AI do. Pe | 

Rol. Soldier! imagine thou wer't doom'd to 
die a cruel death in this strange land- What 
would be thy last request? 5 
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Cen. That some of my comrades should carry 
my dying blessing to my wife and children. 

Rol. Oh !-but if that comrade was at th 
son gate—and should there be told——thy 7 
soldier dies at sun- rise, E yet thou shalt not for a 
moment see him nor shalt thou bear his dying 
blessing to his poor children or his wretched 
wife, -what would'st thou think of him who 
thus could drive thy comrade from the doors 

Cen. How 1. 

Rol. Alonzo has a wife and child AI am come 
but to receive for ker, and for her babe, the las] 
blessing of my friend. | 

Cen. Go in. Retires. ) 

Nol. O holy Nature! thou do'st never plead 
in vain. There is not, of our earth, a creature 

bearing form, and life, human or savage — native 
of the forest wild, or giddy air around whose 


parent bosom, THOU hast not a cord entwined of . . 


power totie them to their offspring's claims, and 
at thy will do draw them ad to thee. On iron 
pennons borne—the blood-stain'd vulture,cleaves 
the storm—yet, is the pluwage closest to her 
heart, soft as the Cygnet's down, and Oer her un- 
shell'd brood, the murmuring ring- dove sit not 
more gently! Yes—now he is bey ond the porch, 
barring the outer gate !--Alonzo !--Alonzo!—my 
friend! Ha !--in gentle sleep !—Alonzo—tise ! 

Al. How !---Is my hour elaps'd ?--Well, (re- 
turning from the recess, I am any. 

Hol. Alonzo, — knoꝝ me. 

AI. What voice is that? ; 

Rol. *Tis Rolla's. tx | 

Al. Rolla —my friend ie Embraces him.) 
Heavens ! how cold et thou pate the guard? 
Did this habit--+-- 

Rel, 
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Rol. The guard withdrawn g chere is not a mo- 
ment to be lost in words ;---this-disguise I tore 
ſrom the dead body of a Friar, as I pass'd our 
field of battle · it has gain'd me entrance to thy 
dungeon - now take it thou, and fly. . 
Al. And Rolla---- ' , 
Hol. Will remain here in thy place. 3 131 
- Al. And die for me !--No !--Rather eternal 
torture rack me. CIOTE | 

Rol. I shall not die, Alonzo. It is thy life Pi- 
zarro seeks, not Rolla's--and from my prison 
soon will thy arm deliver me ;--or, should it be 
otherwise--I am as a blighted Plantain standing 
alone amid the sandy desart--Nothing seeks or 
lives beneath my shelter- Thou art a husband, 
and a father -The being of a lovely wife and 
helpless infant hang upon thy life--Go !---Go ! 
Alonzo !---Go+-to-save---not thyself--but:Cora, 
and thy child - VE 107 

Al. Urge me not thus, my friend--I had pre- 

r'd to die in peace. 16700 | | 
' Rol. To die in peace! --devoting her you've 
sworn to live for,---to madness, misery, and 
death !---For, be assured--the state left her in 
forbids all hope, but from thy quick return. 
Al. Oh! God! , | : 

Kol. If thou art yet irresolute, Alonzo—now 
| heed me well. I think thou hast not known than 
Rolla ever pledg*d his word, and shrunk from its 
fulfilment. And. by the heart of truth I swear, 
if thou art proudly obstinate to deny thy fri end 
the transport of preserving Cora's life, in thee, — 
no power that sways the will of man shall stir me 
| hence ;—and thou'lt but have the desperate tri- 

umph, of seeing Rolla perish by thy ee 

Ye 7 rae 
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the assur'd convietion, that Cora, and thy chile, 
are lost for ever. | 2 
As. Oh! Rolla !—you distract me! 
Rol. Amoment's further pause, and all is lost 
—The dawn approaches Fear not for me—l 
will treat with Pirarro as for surrender and sub- 
mission —lI shall gain time, doubt not while 
thou, with a chosen band, passing the secret 
way, may'st at night return release thy friend, 
and bear him back in triumph — Ves —hasten— 
dear Alonzo !—Even now [ hear the frantic Co- 
ra call thee!— Haste !—Haste !—iaste! 
AI. Rolla, I fear your friendship drives me 
from honour, and from right. | 
Rot. Did Rolla ever counsel dishonour to his 
Al. Oh! my preserver !—Embracing him.) 
Rot. 1 feel thy warm tears dropping on my 
cheek—Go !—l am rewarded—(Throws the Fri- 
ar's garment over Alonzo. )—There !—conceal 


34 


thy face; and that they may not clank, hold 


fast thy chains—Now—God be with thee t | 
AI. At night we meet again. —Then,—s0ard _ 
me Heaven! I return to sxave—or—perish with 
thee ! Ds ee ten { Exit. 

Rol. (alone.) He has pass'd the outer porch 
—He is sate !—He will soon embrace his wife 
and child Now, Gora, did'st thou not wron 
me? This is the first time throughout my life 
I ever deceived man—Porgive me, God of truth! 
f T am wrong—Alonzo flatters himself that we 
shall meet again Ves-- There! (lf ting his hands 
to heaven )assuredly, we shall meet again: there 
possess in peace, the joys of everlasting love, and 
friendship -- on earth, imperfect, and embitter'd. 1 
will retire, lest the guard return before Alonzo may 
have passꝰ'd their lines. [| Retires into the Recess. 
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Enter Fuvika. 


Eto. No—not Pizarro's brutal taunts—not 
the. glowing admiration which I feel for this 
noble youth, shall raise an interest in my ha- 
rais'd which honour would not sanction. 
If he __ vengeance my heart has worn 
against the tyrant, whose death alone can save 
this land—yet, shall the delight be mine to re- 
Store him to his Cora's arms, to his dear child, 
and to the unoffending people, whom his vir- 
tues guide, and valour guards.—Alonzo, come 
forth! LES, 

Enter Rota. 


Ha '—who art thou ?—Where is Alonzo? 

Noll. Alonzo's fled. 

Ev. Fled! 
Kol. Yes—and he must not be pursued— 
Pardon this roughness, (stizing her humd)— 


but a moment's 8 to Alonzo's flight. 


. Rol. My name is Rolla. 


Elto,. What if I call the guard? 
Rol. Do so—Alonzo still gains time. 


Eb. What if thus I free myself? (Skews 4 


dagger.) EVE Se SS 
ol. Strike it to my heart—Still, with the 
conlusive grasp of death, Pl1 hold the fast. 
Elo. Release me—l give my faith, I neither 
will alarm the guard, nor cause pursuit. 
Rol. At once, I trust thy word—A feeling 


boldness in those eyes assures me that thy soul 


is noble. 1 
Eto. What is thy name? Speak freely By my 
order the guard is remov id beyond the outer porch. 


Ex. 
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Eto. The Peruvian Leader? 

Rol. I was so yesterday—To-day, the Spa- 
nard*s captive. | W 

Etv. And friendship for Alonzo, moved thee 
to this act? | Nn 
. -Rol. Alonzo is my friend I am prepared to 
die for him. Yet is the cause a motive stronger 
far than friendship. Kr #127 

Eto. One only passion else could urge such 
generous rasliness. 4 | 

Rol. And that i 

Eto. Love? 

Rol. True! - 

Et. Gallant !— ingenuous Rolla ! — Know 
that my. purpose here was thine——to save thy 
friend. . * 
Rol. How !—a woman bless'd with gentle- 
ness and courage, and yet not Cora! | 

Elv. Does Rolla think so meanly of all female 
hearts ? 25 N A 

Rol. Not 80—you are worse and better too 
than we are! | 

Elv. Were I to save thee, Rolla, from the 
tyrant's vengeance—restore thee to thy native 
land—thy native land to peace—would'st thou 
not rank Elvira with the good? 

Rol. To judge the action, I must know the 


means. 


Elo. Take this dagger. 
Rol. How to be used? p 
Ele. I will conduct thee to the tent where 
fell Pizarro sleeps—The scourage of innocence 
the terror of thy race—the fiend, that deso- 
lates thy afflicted country. ! 
Kol. Have you not been injur'd by 1 * 
1 
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Elo. Deeply as scorn and insult can infuse 
their deadly venom. 

Kol. And you ask that I shall murder hini in 
his sleep! 

Elv. Would he not have murder'd Alonzo in 
his chains? He that sleeps, and he that's bound, 
are equally defenceless. ear me, Rolla- 80 may 
I prosper in this perilous act as searching my full 
heart, I have put by all rancorous motive of pri- 

vate vengeance there, and feel that I advance to 
my dread purpose in the cause of human el. 
and at the call of sacred justice. 

Rol. The God of Justice sanctifies no * as 
a step towards good. Great actions cannot be 

achieved by wicked means. 

lv. Peruvian! since thou do'st feel so coldly 
for thy country's wrongs, this hand, tho? it re- 
volt my soul, shall strike the blow. 

Kol. Then is thy destruction certain, and for 

Peru thou perishest! Give me the dagger! 
Elo. Now follow me ; — but first and dread- 
ful is the hard necessity—you must strike down 
the guard. 

Rol. The soldier who was on duvy here? 

Elo: Yes, him—else, omy thee, the alarm 
will be instant. 

Rol. And I must stab that lier asl pass? — 
Take back thy dagger. 
Tie. Rollay 
Rol. That soldier, mark me, is a man. All 
are not men that bear the human form. He re- 
fus'd my prayers—refus'd my gold denying to 
admit me— till his own feelings brib'd him. For 
my nation's safety, I would not harm that man: 
Elv. Then he must with us—be the hazard 
what it may I | Rol. 
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Kol. Be that-plainly understood between us: 
—for, whate'er tide our enterprize, I will not 
risk a hair of that man's head, to save my heart- 
strings from ROO fire. 
mane FE! [Excunt. 

SCENE III. F 741 


The inzige of Pizarro's Tent —Pizarro on 
Cock, in disturbed sleep. T 


Pix. (in his sleep.) No mercy,” traitor—Now 
at his heart !—Stand off there, you—Let me 
see him bleed! Ha! ha! ha'—Let me hear that 
groan again. 

4+ 14, ter. ROLLS and ELviza. | * g 

* Eto. There Now, lose not a moment. 

Noll. You must leave me now.—This scene of 
blood fits not a woman g presence. wit 

Eto. But a moment's pause may _ | 

Kol. Go!—Retire to your own tent—and re- 
tum not here—I will come to you—Be thau 

| not known in this business, I implore you . 
3 Elo. I will withdraw he guard. that waits. 

b [Exit Elvira. 
Nol. Now have L in my power the accurs'd 
destroyer of my country's peace: yet tranquilly 

he rests.—God '—can this man sleep ? . 
Pix. (in his sleep.) Away { away fre idpous 
fiends /—Tear not my bosom thus “ 
Rol. No: I was in error—the balm of sweet Ly 
're he never more can know.--Look here, am- 
. bition's fools (Ve, by whose inhuman pride, the 
bleeding sacriſice of nations is held as nothing 
behold the rest of the guilty ! He is at my mercy 
And one blow !—No!—my heart and hand re- 
* the act: Rolla cannot be an assassin /--Yet 


Elvira 
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Elvira must be saved! (Approaches the Couch.) 
Pizarro ! awake /— W0q'$ 2 26. 

Piz. (Starts up) Who ?—Guard !— -. 
Nol. Speak not—another word is thy death 
Call not for aid!—this arm will be swifter than 
thy guard. „„ 

Piz. Who art thou? and what is thy will ? 

Rol. J am thine enemy! Peruvian Rolla !— 
Thy death is not my will, or I could have slain 
thee sleeping, 1.444. Dip! | 
Piz. Speak, what else? * 

 Rol. Now thou art at my mercy answer me 
Did a Peruvian ever yet wrong or injure thee, or 
any of thy nation? Didst thou, or any of thy 
nation, ever yet shew mercy to a Peruvian in your 

wer? Now shalt thou feel—and if thou hast a 

art, thou'lt feel it keenly /--a Peruvian's venge- 
ance / (Drops the dagger at his feet) There 

Pix. Is it possible (Walks aside confounded.) 
Rol. Can Pizarro be surprised at this? 7 
thought Forgiveness of Injuries had been the 
Christian's precept—Thou seest, at least, it is 
the Peruvian's practice. 

Pix. Rolla--thou hast indeed surpris'd--8nb- 
dued me. (Walks again aside as in irresolute 
thought) | | 

Re-enter ELvira, (not seeing Pizarro.) 

Elo, Is it done? Is he dead? (Sees Pizarro) 
How i still living! Then 7 am lost And for 

ou, wretched Peruvians 1 mercy is no more 

h 1 Rolla treacherous, or cowardly ?— 

Piz. How can it be, that— * | 

Rol. Away Elvira speaks she knows not what; 
Leave me (4 Elvira) [conjure you, with Pizarro. 

Elv. How - Rolla, do'st thou think Ishall re- 

12 9 
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trac—or that I meanly will deny, that in thy 
hand I plac'd a poignard to be plung'd into that 
tyrant's heart? No: — my 'sole regret is, that I 
trusted to thy weakness, and did not strike the 
blow myself. Too soon thou'lt learn that merc) 
to that man is direst cruelty to all thy race! 
Pig. Guard! quick! a guard, to seize this 
frantic woman, 0 
£to. Yes, a guard! I call them too! And soon 
I know they'll lead me to my death. But think 
not, Pizarro, the fury of thy flashing eyes shall 
awe me for a moment Nor think that woman's 
anger, or the feelings of an injur'd heart, promp+ 
ted me to this design—No! Had 1 been only 
influenced so—thus failing, shame and remorse 
would weigh me down. But tho' defeated and 
destroyed, as now I am, such is the greatness of 
the cause that urged me, I shall perish glory ing 
in the attempt, and my last breath of life shall 
speak the proud avowal of my purpose to have 
rescued millions of innocents from the blood- 
thirty tyranny of axE—by ridding the insulted 
world of THEE. 35643 | 
Rol. Had the a& been noble as the motive— 
Rolla would not have shrunk from its perform- 
ance. | 
nter Guards. 


Pitz. Seize this discoyer'd fiend, who sought 
to kill your Leader. 5 | 
Elo. Touch me not, at the peril. of your souls: 
Al am your prisoner, and will follow you. —But 
thou, their triumphant Leader, shalt hear me. Yet, 
first—for thee, Rolla, accept my forgiveness: eyen 
had I been the victim of thy nobleness of heart, 1 
should have admir'd thee forit—But'twas myself 

| | PD» * 


* 
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provok d my doom Thou would'st have shielded 
me Let not thy contempt follow me to the grave. 
Didst thou but know the spell - like arts, by which 
this hypocrite first undermin'd the virtue of a 
guileless heart! how, even in the pious sanc- 
tuary wherein. I dwelt, by corruption and by 
fraud, he practis'd upon those in whom I most 
confided—till my distemper'd fancy led me, step 
by step, into the abyss of guilt— - 0 
Pig. Why am I not obey'd ?—Tear her hence! 
Elv. Tis past—but did'st thou know my story 
Rolla, thou would'st pity-me. - 4 
Rol. From my soul I do pity: thee ! 
Pix. Villains! drag her to the dungeon!—pre- 
re the torture instantly. _ = 
Eto. Soldiers but a momentmore--*Tis to ap- 
plaud your general—It is to tell the astonished 
world, that, for once, Pizarro's sentence is an 
act of justice. Yes, rack me with the sharpest 
tortures that ever agoniz'd the human frame; it 
will be justice. Yes—bid the minions of thy 
ſury—wrench forth the sinews of those arms that 
have caress'd, and——even have defended thee! 
Bid them pour burning metal into the bleeding 
cases of these eyes, that so oft—oh, God have 
hung with love and homage on thy looks then 
approach me bound on the abhorred wheel 
there glut thy r eyes with the convulsive 
spasms of that dishonour'd bosem, which was 
once thy pillow !—Yet, will I bear it all; for it 
will be justice, all! And when thou shalt bid 
them tear me to my death, hoping that thy un- 
Shrinking ears may at last be feasted with the 
music of my cries, I will not utter one shriek or 
groan—but to the last gasp, my Wr 
sha 


| * 
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shall deride thy vengeance, as my soul defies 
thy power: > - nor v3 
Pix. (Endeavouring to conceal his agitation.) 
Hear'st thou the wretch whose hands were even 
now prepared for murder ? ws 
Rol. Yes! And if her accnsation's false, thou 
wilt not shrink from hearing her: if true, thy 
barbarity cannot make ker suffer the pangs thy 
conscience will inflict on thee. 4 
Ev. And now, farewell, world —Rolla, fare- 
well :--Farewell, thou condemn'd of Heaven? (To 
Pizarro ;)--for repentance and remorse, I know, 
will never touch thy heart.;--We shall meet 
again;-- Ha? be it thy horror here, to know that 
we $hall meet hereafter! And when thy parting. 


hour approaches - bark to the knell, whose 


dreadful! beat will strike to thy despairing soul. 
Then, will vibrate on thy ear the curses of the 
clorster'd saint from whom you stole me. Then, 
the last shrieks which burst from my mother's 
breaking heart, as she died, appealing to her God 
against theseducer of her child Then the blood- 
Stifled groan of my murder'd brother--murdered 
by thee, fell monster seeking atonement for his 


sister's ruin'd honour. I hear them now» To me, 


the recollection's madness !--At such an hour,-- 
what will be to thee! 
Pia. A moment's more delay, and at the peril 
of your lives N a 
El. I have spoken and the last mortal frailty 
of my heart is past. And now, with an un- 
daunted spirit, and unsbaken firmness, I go to 


meet my destiny. That I could not lire nobly, 


has been PizARRO's act. That J will die nobly, 
shall be my own. i 


Pix. Rolla, 1 would not thou, a warrior, 
| valiant 


Fi I 4 - 


[ Exit, guarded. 
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valiant and renown'd, should'st eredit the vile 

tales of this frantic woman. The cause of all 

this fury--is a wanton passion for the rebel youth 

Alonzo, now my prisoner. 1 

Rol. Alonzo is not now thy prisoner. 
Pia. HOW | | L ov) 

Rol. I came to rescue him=-to deceive his 
guard--I have succeeded; --Iremain thy prisoner. 

Pix. Alonzo: fled -- Is then the vengeance 
dearest to my heart never to be gratified ? 

Rol. Dismiss such passions from thy heart; 
then thou'lt consult its peace. 

Pix. I can face all enemies that dare confront 
me- I cannot war against my nature. 

Rol. Then, Pizarro, ask not to be deem'd a 
hero--To triumph o'er ourselves, is the only con- 
quest, where fortune makes no claim. In battle, 
chance may snatch the laurel from thee, or chance 
may place it on thy brow--but in a contest with 
thyself, be resolute, and the virtuous impulse 
must be victor. | 

Pix. Peruvian ! thou shalt not find me to thee 
ungrateful, or ungenerous —Return to your 
countrymen-- You are at liberty. 

Rol. Thou do'stact in this, as honour, and as 
duty, bid thee. _ | 

Pix. I cannot but admire thee, Rolla ; Iwou'd 
we might be friends. | | 

Rol. Farewell. Pity and pardon Elviral--Be- 
come the friend of virtue--and thou wilt * 

5 f Exit. 

Pix. Ambition! tell me what is the phantom 
J have follow'd ? where is the one delight which 
it has made my own ? My fame is the mark of 
envy--my love, the dupe of treachery--my glory, 

eclipsd 


* 


= 
— 
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eclips'd by the boy I taught--my revenge, de- 
feated and rebuked by the rude honour of a sa- 


vage foe--beſore whose native a Soul I 


have sunk confounded and subdued! I would I 
cou*d retrace "my steps] cannot--7 would I 
could evade my own reflections !--No !--thought 
and memory are my Hell. 

10 [Erit, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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SCENE I. 

A thick Forest In the back 
most covered by Boughs' of Trees——=A dreadful 
Storm, with Thunder and Lightning. —Cora 
as covered her Child on @ Bed of Leaves and 


$+ 3 


Moss Her whole appearance is wild and dis- 


tracted. _ | 
Cora. Oo Nature! thou hast not the strength of 
wry love. My anxious $pirit is untired in 
its march; my wearied, shivering frame, sinks 
under it. And, for thee, my boy hen faint 
beneath thy lovely burthen, could I refuse ta 


give thy slaumbers that pobr bed of rest! O my | 


child! were I assured thy father breathes. no 
more, how quickly would I lay, me down by thy 


dear side--but down--down for ever. (Thunder - 


and ligůitning.) ask thee not, unpitying storm 
to abate thy rage, in mercy. to poor Cora's mi- 
sery; nor while thy thunders spare his stambers 
will I disturb my sleeping cherub. Tho Heaven 
knows I wish to hear the voice of life, and teel 
that life is near me. But I will endure all while 
what I have of reason holds 


SONG. 
Ves, yes, be mercileſs, thou Tempeſt dire; 
_  Unaw'd, unſhelter d, I thy fbry brave : 
Tun bare my boſom to thy forked fire, 
Leer but guide e to Azonee's grave! 
Oer his pale corſe then while thy lightnings glare, 
Tu preſs his clay-cold lips, and periſh there. 
But thou wilt. wake again, my boy, 
Again thou riſe to life and joy, 
Thy father never $4 $8 | 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 1 7 
Unconſcious that eternal night 2 b 
Veils * ſor ever. 
K 


wV 
— 
- p_ 4 
* 


ground, a Hut al- 
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06 in tes ee AED 
Oh! ſafer lies from theſe child arms apurt ; 

He fleeps, ſweet lamb ! not heeds the tempeſt wild, 
Oh! ſweeter leeps, than nearthis breaking heart. 


3 Alas ! tay babe, if thou would peaceful : 
CRM Hein; A } 
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hen r N 
op rr | We 
Tu father never“ f 
Thy laeghing eyes will meet the light, | 


8 Unconſcious that eternal night | | 88 
12 23 RIP WL . 1 4 bo | . — 
nr | i 

HD n 0 Thunder 105 ligůtning.) 


Cori: Stil, still, implacable! unſeeling ele- 
meaty! 8 still do'st thon sleep, my smiling 
cherub t O, death! when wilt thou grant-to this 
babe*s mother such repose * Sure I may shield 
ans better from the storm; my veil may—— 

OR whe is wrapping her mantle and 
dier veil over him, Alonzo's voice Is 
| _ heard at a great distance. | 

AA. Cora! © 
Cora. Habt 71 ier.) 

AI. ( 3% Cora? 

Cyra. O, my heart! Sweet Hare deceive | 
me not!—ls it not Alonzo” $ voice - «its 
Al. (nearer) Cora! | 
Cora. It is—it ane s „be v9 
Al. (farther off”) Cora t my 88 
Cora. Ae Here Rene, ze! 

9 Lewes 0 


4 $2 


Enter to b Spa "Soldiers. 


15 Sol. I tell you we are near our out - posts, and 


the word we heard just now was the countersign. 
2d Sol. 


* * 
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2d Sol. Well, in our escape from the enemy, 
to have discover'd their secret passage thro? 
the rocks, will prove a lucky chance to us—Pi- 
zarro will reward us. 

lot Sol. This way—The sun, tho cloud - 
ed, is on our left, ¶Perceives the child.) What 
have we here ?—A child as I'm 2 soldier. 

2d Sol, Tis a sweet little babe. Now would 
it be a great charity to take this infant from its 
pagan mother's power. 

let Sol. It would so, indeed—l have one at 
home shall play with it. - but mark me, comrade, 
how the child is dress'd this is no common toy 
Come along. (Takes the child.) | Excunt. 

Re-enter Cora with ALONZO. 

Cora. ( om without) This way, dear 
Alonzo. Now am 1 right--there--there--under 
that tree. Was it possible the instinct of a mot 
ther's heart could mistake the spot! Now will 

ou look at him as he sleeps, or shall I bring 

im waking with his fult blue laughing eyes to 
welcome you at once Yes---yes.—Stanc thou ' 
there—I'Il snateh lim from his rosy slumber, 
blushing like the perfum'd morn. 

She runs up to the Spot, and, finding only the 
mantle and veil, which she tears from 
the ground, and the child gone, $hricks, 
and stands in Speechless ago 

Al. (running to er] Cora .- my heart's beloved x 
Cora. He is gone! 

Al. Eternal God 
Cora. He is gone — my child! my child i 

Al. Where did you leave him? 
Cora. (Dasing herfelf on the Spot.) Here 

Al. Be calm, — Cora--he has wak'd and 
. : K 2 | crept 
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crept-to a little distance--we shall bos him--Are 
you assured this was the spot you left him in? 

Cora. Did not these hands make that bed, 
and shelter for him ?—and is not this the veil 
that covered him? 2 

. Al. Here. 8 2 hut yet 8 | 

Cora. Ha! yes, yes! there lives the savage 
that has robb'd_me of my child — (Beats at : 
door, exclaiming) Gave — back wy child—re- 
store to me my boy! 


Enter Las Casas . the Hut. 


Las ©. Tho calls'me from: my wretched Soli- 
tude | 
Cora. Give me back my child! (Goes into the 
_ . calis) Fernando ; 

Imi ers! do my eyes deceive 
me! Las — it * 

Las C. Alonzo my belov'd young friend | 

Al. My rever'd instructor. (Embracing.) 

Cora. (Return'd.) Will you embrace this man 
before he restores my boy ? 

A. Alas, my friend—in what a moment of 
misery do we meet! 

Cora. Yet his look is goodness and humanity. 
(Good old man, have compassion on a wretched 
mother-—and1 will be your servant while I live, 
— But do not, for pity's sake do not say, you 
have him not do not say, you have not seen him. 

(Runs into the Wood. ) 

Las C. What can this mean? 

Al. She is my wife.—l, just rescued from the 
Spaniard*s prison, learn'd she had fled to this 
wild forest Hearing my voice, she left the child, 
and flew to meet me.—(Cora returns. 1 . 

- - 


| 
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Tas C. How! did she leave him? 

Cora. O, you are right —right I—unnatural 
mother, that I was—l left my child forsook 
my innocent but 1 will fly to the earth's 
brink, but I will find him. (Runs out.) 

Al. Forgive me, Las Casas, I must follow her: 
for at night, I attempt brave Rolla's rescue“ 

Las C. I will not leave thee, Alonzo—vou 
must try to lead her to the right—that way lies 
your camp Wait not my infirm steps. I follow 
thee, my friend. 5 — [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The Out-Post of the Spanish Camp. — Ihe back 
round wild and rocky, with a Torrent 
alling down the Precipice, over which a 
Bridge is formed by a felPd Tree. 


Almagro. (Without.) Bear him along—his story 
must be false. (Entering.) 


Not A (in Chains) brought in by Soldiers. 


Fol. False!--Rolla, utter falsehood !--I would 
J had thee in a desert with thy troop around 
thee ;--and I, but with my sword in this un- 
shackled hand — 

Alm. Is it to be credited that Rolla, the re- 
nowned Peruvian hero—should be detected like 
a spy, skulking through our camp? | 
; J. Skulking ! | | 

Alm. But answer to the General—he is here, 


"IS, ; Ente, 
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Enter Przaxno and Officers. 


| DE do do I see! Rolla! 

Kol. O] to thy surprise, no doubt. 
Piz. And 40 ot 3 2 
Kol. So fast, thou need'st not fear approach - 
ing me. | | 

Alm. The guards surprised him, passing our 

out- post. | | 4 
Pix. Release him instantly.—Believe me I 
regret this insult. 1 SED ai 

Kol. You feel then as you ought. 

Piz. Nor can I brook to see a warrior of 
Rolla's fame disarmed—Accept this, though it 
has been thy enemy's. (Gipes @ word.) The 
Spaniards know the courtesy that's due to valour. 
Rol. And the Peruvian, how to forget offence. 
Pix. May not Rolla and Pizarro cease to be 
foes ? T 4 5 

- Rot. When the sea divides us--yes !--May 1 
- now depart ? V 

Piz. Freely. 3 e 

Rol. And shall I not again be intercepted ? 

Piz. No—tet the word be given that Rolla 
passes freely. wa f 


"Enter Davitta and Soldiers, with the Child. 


_- Dav. Here are two soldiers, captived yester- 
day, who have escaped from the Peruvian hold, 
and by the secret way we have so long 
endeavoured to discover. p | 
Pia. Silence, —imprudent !—Seest thou not? 
— {pointing to Rolla.) | 
Dav. In their way, they found a Peruvian 
child, who Scems— 


Pisa. 
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Pix. What is the imp to me? Bid them toss 


it into the sea. : 
Kol. Gracious heaven | it is Alonzo's child! 
give it to me... | 

Piz. Ha! Alonzo's child !—Welcome, thou 
pretty hostage. Now Alonzo is again my pri- 
soner! 5 | 
Kol. Thou wilt. not keep the infant from it's 
mother ? . 

Pix. Will I not !— What, when I shall meet 
Alonzo in the heat of the victorious fight 
think'st thou I shall not have a check upon the 
valour of his heart, when he is reminded that 
a word of mine is this child's death? 

Nol. I do not understand ou. 

Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of hate- 
to settle with Alonzo !--and this pledge may 
help to settle the account. . Ax 
Nol. Man! Man !--art thou a man 2--Could'st 
thou hurt that innocent ?--By Heaven! its smil- 
ing in thy face. | a 5 

Piz. Tell me, does it resemble Cora? 

Rol. Pizarro! thou hast set my heart on ſire. 
If thou do'st harm that child - think not his blood 
will sink into the barren sandNo !--faithful to 
the eager hope that now trembles in this indig- 
nant heart— twill rise to the common God of 
nature and humanity, and cry aloud for venge- 
ance on it's accurs'd destroyer, 

Pix. Be that peril mine. 1 
Rol. (Throwing himself at his feet)Behold me 
at thy feet--Me, Rolla !--Me, the preserver of 
thy life! Me, that never yet have bent or bow'd 
before created man! In humble agony I sue to 
you--prostrate I implore you»-but spare that 
child, and I will be your slave. "PRs. 
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Pix. Rolla! still art THov free to go Tre 
BOY remains with me. 

Rot. Then was this sword Heaven's gift, not 
thine! (Seizes the Child) Who moves one step 
to _ me, dies upon the spot. 

f Exit; with ent Child. 

Pix. Purape him instantly--but spare his life. 

Ereunt Almagro and soldiers.} With what 
ry he defends bimself! HaJ--he ſells them to 
the . now | 


Enter ALMacno. 


Alm. Three of your brave soldiers are already 
victims to your, command to spare this mad- 
man's life; and if he once gains the thicket— 

Piz. Spare him no lon . LEM Almagro. 4 

Their guns must reach % 48 u yet esca 

holloa to those horse - the Peruvian sees them 

--and now he turns among the rocks ·tlien is his 

retreat cut off. 

{Rolla crosses the wooden bridge over the cata- 
ract, pursued by the soldiers the fire at him 
a slot strikes him Pizarro exclaims— | 
Piz. Now! quick! quick I seize the child! 

1 tears from the rock the stone which $up- 
ports the brigde, and retreats by + the back 
 Eround, bearing off the child.) 


Re-enter ArLMacro. 5 85 oh 
Alm. By Hell! he has cxcaped1--and. with the 
child 8 

Da. No- he bears his death with him -- 

Believe me, I saw him struck u . . the side. 

Pix. But the child is sav'd--Alonzo's child! 
Oh! the furies of disappointed vengeance gf 

Ws. 
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Alm: A way with the revenge of words--let us 
to deeds--Forget not we have acquired the 
knowledge of the secret pass, which thro" the 
rocky cavern's gloom brings you at once to the 
strong hold, where are lodg'd their women, and 
their treasures. 

Piz. Right, Almagro? Swift as thy thought 
draw forth a daring and a chosen band-- Iwill 
not wait for numbers. Stay, Almagro ! Val- 
verde is informed Elvira dies to-day ? 

Alm. He is—and one request alone she 

Pix. I'll hear of none. 

Alm. The boon is small-- tis but for the no- 
viciate habit which you first beheld her in-she 
wishes not to suffer in the gaudy trappings, which 
remind ber of her same. = 

Piz. Well, do as thou wilt--but tell Valverde, 
that at our return, as his life shall answer it, to 
let me hear that she is dead. [| Exeunt;severally. 


© SCENE III. 
Ataliba's Tent. 


Enter ATA IRA, followd by Cora and Aloxzo. 


Cora. Oh ! Avoid me not, Ataliba ! To whom, 
but to her King, is the wretched mother to address 
her griefs ?--The Gods refuse to hear my 
prayer! Did not my Alonzo fight for .- and 
will not my sweet boy, if thowlt but restore him 
to me, one day fight thy battles too? 

Alon. Oh! my suffering love my poor heart- 
broken Cora l- you but wound our Sovereign's 
feeling soul, ang not relieve thy own, 

Cora. Is he our Sovereign, and has he not the 
power to give me back my child? WE” 
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Your wives and children cry to 
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Ata. When I reward desert, or can relieve my 
— I feel what is the real glory ofa King— 
when J hear them suffer, and cannot aid them, 


J mourn the impotence of all mortal power. 
Voices behind) Rolla I Rolla ! Rolla 


Enter RoxLa, bleeding, with the child, followd 


% Perwoun soldiers. 
Not. Thy child? (Gives the child into Cora 


arms, and falls.) 


Cora. Oh God I- there's blood upon him! 
Rol. Tis my blood, Cora! 


Alon. Rolls, thou diets! 1 / 1 : 
Kol. For thee, and Cora. Dies. 
oboe 2 algae eter eee wrnon wet, 
Orano.Treachery has revealed our asytumm the 


rocks. Even now the foe assails the peacefut 


band retired for protection there. 

Alon. Lose not a moment f Swords be quick ! 
ou—Bear our 
lov'd hero's body in the van— Twill raise the 
fury of our men to madness. Now, fell Pizarro! 


the death of one of us is near !—Away ! Be the 
word of axsault, Revenge and Rolla ! [Ereunt. 


(CuarGE. ) 


SCENE V. 


rt of the Recess among the rocks 


(Alarms) Vomen are seen flying, pursued by 
the Spanish Soldiers. The Peruvian Soldiers 


- drioe the Spamards back fromthe Field. The 


Fight is continued on the Heights. 


Enter Panne, Arwacro, VALVERDE, an 
Spamsh Soldiers. 5 


Pia. Well !—if surrounded, we must peri in 
| e 


A TRAGIC PLAY. „ 


the centre of them Where do Rolla and Alon- 
zo hide their heads ? d 


Enter ALoxzo, Onaxo, od Peruoians, 
Alon. Alonzo answers "thee, and Alogzo's 
sword shall speak for Rolla. | 

Pix. Thou know'st the advantage of thy num- 
bers: Thou dar'st not singly face Pizarro. 
Alon. Peravians, stir not a man Be this con- 

test only ours 
Piz. Spaniards? observe ye the same. 
Charge.) 
They fight. Alonzo's Shield is broken, and hee 1 is 
Seat down, | 
Pix, Now, traitor, to thy heart! | 
At this moment Elvira enters, habited as when Pi- 
zarro first beheld her, Pizarro, appalled, staggers 
Sack, Alonzo, renews the Fight; and slays him. 
(Loud $houts from the Peruvians.) 


-  Ataiina enters, and embraces cone 


Ata. My brave Alonzo! 

Alm. Alonzo, we submit. Spare us! we will 
embark, and leave the coast · 

Val. Elvira will confess I sawd her life; she 
has sav'd thine. 

Alon. Fear not. You are safe. (Spaniards lay 
down their arms.) 

Elo Valverde speaks the truth; nor cquld he 
think to meet me here. An awful impulse wlüch 
my soul could not resist, impell'd me bither. 

Alon. Noble Elvira! my preserver! How can 
7 speak what J. Ataliba, and his rescued country, 
owe to thee ? Tf amid this grateful nation thou 
would'st remain 
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Eto. Alonzo, no! the destination of my future 
life is fix d. Humbled in penitence, I will en- 
deavour to atone the guilty errors, which, however 
mask'd by shallow chearfulness, have long con- 
sumd my secret heart. When, by my sufferings 
purified, and penitencesincere,my soul shall dare 
address the Throne of mercy in behalf of others, 
for thee, Alonzo for dy ok and thy child, 
for thee, thou virtuous Monarch, and the inno- 
cent race you reign over, shall Eivira's prayers 
address the God of nature, Valverde, you have 
preserved my life. Cherish humanity avoid the 
soul examples thou hast view d: Spaniards re- 
turning to your native home, assure your rulers, 
they mistake the road to glory, or to power: Tell 
them, that the pur-uits of avarice, conquest, ou. 
ambition, never yet made a people happy, 
nation great Casts ac look 7 agony on the oy 
body of Pizarro as she passes, and eis. 
4 AP AP 54[Flourish of Trumpets.) 
Valverde, Almagro, and Spanish Soldiers, exe- 
unt, bearing of Pizarro's Body on a signal 
From Alonzo. [Flourtsh Music 
Alon. Ataliba! think not I wish to check the 
voice of triumph—when J entreat we first wy 
Pay the tribute due to our lov'd Rolla's memo 
A solemn March—Procession of Peruvian So 
diers, bearing Rolla's Body on a Bier, sur- 
rounded by Military Trophies. The Priests 
and Priestesses attending chaunt a Dirge 
ocer the Bier.—Alonzo and Cora kneel on 
either side of it, and kiss Rolla's hands in 
silent agony In the looks of the * and 
all present, the Triumph of the Day is 
lost, in mourning for the fallen Hero. | 
[Che Curtain slowly descends.] 


EPILOGUE 
WRITTEN BY THE HON. WILLIAM LAMB. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. JORDAN. 


E * yet Suſpenſe has ſtill'd its throbbing fear, 
Or Melancholy wip'd the grateful tear, 
While e'en the miſerics of a ſinking State, & 
A Monarch's danger, and a Nation's fate, _ 
Command not now your eyes with grief to flow, 

Loſt in a trembling Mother's nearer woe ; 

What moral lay ſhall Poetry rehearſe, 

Or how ſhall Elocution pour the verſe 

So ſweetly, that its muſic ſhall repay 

The lov'd illuſion, which it drives away? 
Mine is the taſk, to rigid cuſtom due, 

Tome ungrateful, as 'tis harſh to you, 

To mar the work the tragic ſcene has macuake. _ 

To rouſe the mind that broods in penſive thought, 

To ſcare Reflection, which, in abſent dreams, 

Still lingers muſing on the recent themes; 

Attention, ere with contemplatidn tir'd, 

To turn from all that pleas'd, from all that fr d; 

To weaken leſſons ſtrongly now impreſt, 

And chill the intereſt glowing in the breaſt— 

Mine is the taſk ; and be it mine to ſpare ._ _. 

The ſouls that pant, the griefs they ſee, to ſhare; 

Let me with no unhallow's jeſt deride ; 

The ſigh, that ſweet Compaſſion owns with pride — 
The ſigh of Comfort, to Affliction dear, 

That Kindneſs heaves, and Virtue loves to hear. 


E'en 


E'en gay TuariA will not now refuſe 
This gentle homage to her Siſter-Muſe. 

O ye, who liften to the plaintive ftrain, 
Wich range enjoyment, and with rapturous pain, 
Who erſt have felt the Sronger's lone deſpair, 
And Haller's ſettled, fad, remorſeful care, 
Does Nalla's pure affection leſs excite 
— The inexpreſſ ve anguiſh of delight? 2 
Do Cora's fears, which beat without control, 
8 ſolicitudeengroſs the foul? 9 


Ah, ao! your minds with kindred zeal approve | 


Maternal feeling, and heroic love. 

You mult approve ; where man exifts below, 

In temperate climes, or*midfl drear waſtes of dw, 
Or where the ſolar fires inceffant flame, 


Thy laws, all-powerful Nature, are the ſame: * 


Vainly the Sophiſt boaſts, he can explain 
The cauſes of thy univerſal reigu 
More vainly would his cold preſumptuous art 
Diſprove thy general empire o'er the heart: 

A voice proclaims thee, that we maſt believe, 
A voice, that ſurely ſpeaks not te deceive; 
That voice poor Cora heard, and clofely preſt 
Her darling infant to her fearful breaſt; 
Diſtracted dar d the bloody field to tread, 
And ſought Alonas through the heaps of dead, 
Eager to catch the muſic of his breath, 
Though faltering in the agonies of death, 


To touch his lips, though pale and Dh ab we, 
Aud clafp his boſom, though it ſtream'd with gore: 
That voice too Rolla heard, and, [= _ 


His Cora's deareſt treaſure died to fave, 
Gaye to the hopeleſs Parent's arms her child, 
Beheld her tranſports, aud expiring mil“ d. 


That voice ye hear Oh! be its Hill obey d! 
'Tis Valour's impulſe and ds Virtue's ad — 
aan Nn 
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EPILOGUE. 


It prompts to all Benevolence admires, 

To all that heav'oly Piety inſpires, 

To all that Praiſe repeats through lengthen'd years, 
That Honour ſantifies, and Time reveres. 
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THE END. 
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- SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
A Comnuine Edition , from the Original Copy, 
By R. B. SHERIDAN, Exq. 


1s in the Press, and till speedily be published. 
* | 


Jamss Ripeway having purchased the 
Copy- right of the above celebrated Comedy, 
gives Notice, that the Venders of the Spurious 
Copies which have been attempted to be im- 
posed on the Public, will be FITTING as the 


4 directs. 
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$2" | aft bea eil 25; Haar 
Books Just published. 
By JAuxs Ripeway, York Street, St. James's 
Wen 


- 


1. DEAF AND DUMB; or, THE ORPHAN PROTECTED, An 
HISTORICAL DRAMA, in Five Acts, 3s performed with unbounded 
applauie at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. 8 

THE FOURTH EDITION, 28. 6d. 

2. EGYPTIAN FESTIVAL, as performed at the Theatre Royal, 
Drury Lane, with univerſal applauſe, 25. Written by Mr. FRANKLIN. 
3. BETTER LATE THAN NEVER: a Comedy. By M. P. AN- 
DREWS, EG. as as performed at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. The Pro- 

logue written by HIS GRACE THE DUKE Zr LEEDS, 16. 6d. 


4+» THE KENTISH BARONS: a Comedy. By The Honorable 

F. NORTH, as performed at the Theatre Royal, Haymarket, 18. 6d. h 
TIS ALL A FARCE. By Mr. ALLINGHAM, as performed with 

OE. applauſe at de Theatre Royal, Maymarket, 4. 

.6. FORTUNE*: FROLIC: a Farce,/ as performed at the Theatre Royal. 
Haymarket, 18. 

7. OLD AND NEW JOE MILLER; or, THE TICKLER, in three 7 
2 Embellifked with a beautiful F rontiſpiece to each volume: contain- 
above Three Thouſand good Things, many of which are 3 or as 
* difioguiſhed for Wit and Learning. Collefted __ 
ph cranes DANKANTINE; Efq. *. each. 
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